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PREFACE. 



A T my return, after near ten years abfence, I 
^^^ found feveral editions had been publiihed of 
VeHcs and Poems, &c. under my name, but fo 
maimed and imperfeft as would have put me out of 
countenance, had not the Public received them with 
iuch diftinguilhing candour, even under all thofe dif- 
advantages. 

As it is plain from their feveral fubjefts, that they 
were compofed for the moll part in the earlieft time 
of my appearance in the world, I can attribute that 
indulgence to no other coniideration but a generous^ 
connivance at youthful follies. 

So favourable a reception, however, led me, in 
this time of leifure and retirement, to examine upon 
what foundation I had been fo much obliged to the 
Public ; and in that examination T have difcovered 
fuch ftrange variations from the original writing, as 
can no way be accounted for but from the negli- 
gence, ignorance, or conceitednefs of different 
tranfcribers from furreptitious copies : Many things 
attributed to myfelf, of which, by not belonging lo 
me, it would be unjuft to alTume the merit; and as 
many attributed to others, which, by belonging to 
me, would be as much unjufl to leave them to the 

ccnfurc, " 

B a To 



iv PREFACE. 

To reftify therefore all pall miftakes, and to pre- 
vent all future impofitions, I have been prevailed 
upon to give way to this prefent Publication ; dif- 
owning whatever has been, or may hereafter be 
publilhed in my name, but what has the fandlion of 
being printed by Mr. Jacob Tonfon and Mr. Law- 
ton Gilliver ; excepting two Comedies, intitled. 
Once a Lover ^ and al'ways a Lender ; and, The Jevj of 
Venice^ altered from Shakefpear. 

As thefe Poems feem to begin where Mr. Waller 
left off, though far unequal and lliort of fo inimitable 
an original ; they may, however, be permitted to 
remain to pofterity as a faithful regifler of the reign- 
ing beauties in the fucceeding age. 

Upon that merit alone the Author prefumes to 
j?ecommend them to the patronage of the Fair Sex. 

LANSDOWNE, 



LANS- 
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LANSDOWNE'S 
POEMS. 



TO T H B 

EARL OF PETERBOROUGH^ 

ON HIS HAPPY ACCOMPLISHMENT OF THE 
MARRIAGE BETWEEN HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 
AND THE PRINCESS MARY d'eSTE, OF MO- 
DENA. WRITTEN SEVERAL YEARS AFTER^ 11^ 
IMITATION OP THE STYLE OF MR. WALLER* 

TT I S Juno barren in unfruitful joys, 
^ •*• Our Britilh Jove his nuptial hours employs : 
So Pace ordains, that all our hopes may be. 
And all our profpedt, gallant York, in thee. 
By the fame wifh afpiring Queens are led« 
Each languiftiing to mount his royal bed ; 
His youth, his wifdom, and his early fame 
Create in every breaft a rival flame : 
Remoteft Kings fit trembling on their thrones. 
As if no diilance could fecure their crowns ; 

B 3 Fcwltv^ 



6 LANSDOWNE'S POEMS. 

Fearing his valour, wifely they contend 

To bribe with beauty fo renown'd a friend 

Beauty the price, there need no other arts. 

Love is the fureft bait for heroes hearts : 

Nor can the Fair conceal as high concern. 

To fee the Prince, for whom, unfeen, they burn. 

Brave York, attending to the general voice. 
At length refolves lo make the wifli'd-for choice. 
To noble Mordaunt, generous and juft. 
Of his great heart, he gives ihe facred trull : 
** Thy choice, faid he, (hall well direft that heart, 
*' Where thou, my beft belov'd, haft fuch a part, 
* *'. In council oft, and oft in battle try'd, 
*'* Betwixt thy mafter, and the world decide." 

The chofen Mercury prepares t' obey 
This high command. Gemly ye winds convey 
And with aufpicious gales his fafety wait. 
On whom depend Great Britain's hopes and fate. 
So Jafon with his Argonauts, from Greece 
To Cholcos faird, to feek the Golden Fleece. 
As when the Goddeffes (iarne down of old 
On Ida's hill, fo many ages told. 
With gifts their young Dardanian Judge they try'd. 
And each bade high to win him to her iide ; 
So tempt they him, and emuloufly vie 
To bribe a voice that empires would not buy; 
With balk and banquets, his pleas'd fenfe they bait. 
And Queens and Kings upon his pleafures wait. 
Th* impartial Judge furveys with vaft delight 
All that the fun forrounds of fadr and bright. 

Then, 



TO THE EARL OF PETERfiOROUGH. 7 

Then, ftri^ly juft, he with adoring eyes. 
To radiant Efte gives the royal prize. 
Of antique flock her high defcent ihe brings. 
Born to renew the race of Britain's Kings ; 
Who could deferve, like her, in whom we fee 
United, all that Paris found in three. 
O equal Pair ! when both were fet above 
All other merit, but each other's love. 

Welcome, bright Princefs, to Great Britain's ihorc. 
As Berecynthia to high Heaven, who bore 
That ihining race of Goddeffes and Gods 
That fill'd the flcies, and rul'd the blcft abodes: 
From thee, my Mufe expedls as noble Themes, 
Another Mars arid Jove, another James ; 
Our future hopes, all from thy womb arife ; 
Our prefent joy and fafety, from your eyes, 
Thofe charming eyes, which ihine to reconcile 
To harmony and peace, our llubborn Ifle. 
On brazen Memnon, Phoebus calls a ray. 
And the tough metal, fo falutes the day. 

The Britifli Dame, fani'd for refiftlefs grace. 
Contends not now, but for the fecond place. 
Our love fufpended, we negleA the fair 
For whom we burn'd, to gaze adoring here. 
So fang the fyrens with enchanting found. 
Enticing all to liften and be drov/n'd ; 
Till Orpheus ravifh*d in a nobler llrain, 
They ceas*d to fing, or, finging, charm'd in vain. 
, This bleft alliance, Peterborovv, may 
Th' indebted NatiOti bounteoufly repay ; 

B 4 Thy 
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Thy ilatuesy for the Genius of our land. 
With palm adorn'd, on every threfliold fland. 

>■ ^Utinam mo do die ere fojfem 



Carmina digna Ded: Certe eft Dea carmine digna : 



:lare, j 
e. J 



SPOKEN BY THE AUTHOR, BEING THEN NOT 
TWELVE YEARS OF AGE, TO HER ROYAL 
HIGHNESS THE DUCHESS OF YORK, AT TRI- 
NITY caLLEGE IN CAMBRIDGE. 

WHEN join'd in one, the Good, the Fair, the 
Great, 
Defcend to view the Mu(es humble feat, 
Though in mean lines, they their vaft joys declare. 
Yet for Sincerity and Truth, they dare 
With your own Tasso's mighty felf compare. 
Then, bright and mercifolas Heav'n, receive 
From them fuch praifes, as to Heav'n they give. 
Their praifes for that gentle influence, 
Which thofe aufpicious lights, your eyes, difpenfe ; 
Thofe radiant eyes, whofe irrefiftlefs flame 
Strikes Envy dumb, and keeps Sedition tame : 
They can to gazing multitudes give law. 
Convert the faftious, and the rebel awe ; 
They conquer for the Duke, where-c'er you tread. 
Millions of profelytes, behind are led ; 

Through 
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Through crowds of new-made converts Mil you go, 
Pleas'd and triumphant at the glorious (how. 
Happy that Prince who has in you obtain'd 
A greater conqueft than his arms e'er gain'd. 
With all War's rage, he may abroad o'ercomc. 
But Love 's a gentler vidory at home; 
Securely here, he on that face relies. 
Lays by his arms, and conquers with your eyei • 
And all the glorious a£Hons of his life 
Thinks well rewarded, bleft with fuch a Wife* 



TO THE KING. 

IN THE FIRST YEAR OF HIS MA J EST y's REI G N* 

Ty/T AY all thy years, like this, aufpicious be, 
-^^-^ And bring thee crowns, and peace, and vidlory I 
Scarce hadfl thou time t'unfheath thy conquering blade> 
It did but glitter, and the rebels iled: 
Thy fword, the fafeguard of thy brother's throne. 
Is now as much the bulwark of thy own. 
Aw'd by thy fame, the trembling nations fend 
Throughout the world, to court fo firm a friend. 
The guilty Senates, that refus'd thy fway. 
Repent their crime, and hailen to obey; 
Tribute they raife, and vows and ofF'rings bring, 
Conlcfs their ^pkmcy, «ad Cfonfirm their King, 

Who 



to LANS D OWNERS POEMS. 
Who with their venom overfpread thy foil, 
Thofe feorpions of the ftate, prefent their oil. 
So the world's Saviour, like a mortal dreft. 
Although by daily miracles confeft, 
Accus'd of evil doftrine by the Jews, 
The giddy crowd their rightful Prince refufe ; 
But when they faw fuch terror in the ikies. 
The temple rent, their King in glory rife ; 
Seiz'd with amaze, they own'd their lawful Lord, 
And ftruck with guilt, bow'd, trembl'd, and ador'd. 



TO THE KING. 

fX^HO' train'd in arms, and learn'd in martial arts, 
-■* Thou choofeft, not to conquer men, but hearts; 
Expelling nations for thy triumphs wait. 
But thou prefcr'ft the name of Just to Great. 
So Jove fufpends his fubjed world to doom. 
Which, would he pleafe to thunder, he 'd confumc. 
O I could the ghofls of mighty heroes dead. 
Return on earth, and quit th' Elyfian (hade ! 
Brutus to James would truft the people's caufe; 
Thy juftice is a ftronger guard than laws. 
Marius and Sylla would refign to thee, 
Nor Caefar and great Pompey rivals be ; 
Or rivals only, who (hould beft obey, 
And Cato give his voice for regal fway. ' 

TO 
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TO THE KING. 

TTEROES dfold, by rapine, and by fpoil, 
■*• •*' In fearch of fame, did all the world embroil ; 
Thus t0 their Gods each then ally'd his name. 
This fprang from Jove, and that from Titan came : 
With equal valour, and the fame fuccefs, 
Drea\i King, might'ft thou the univerfe opprefs; 
But Chriftian laws conftrain thy martial pride. 
Peace is thy choice, and Piety thy guide; 
By thy example Kings are taught to fway. 
Heroes to fight, and faints may learn to pray. 
Froin Gods defcended, and of race divine, 
Neftor in council, and UlyfTes (hine ; 
But in a day of battle, all would yield 
To the fierce ro after of the feven-fold ihield: 
Their very ^deities were grac'd no more, 
Mars had the courage, Jove the thunder bore. 
But all perfedions meet in James alone. 
And Britain's King is all the Gods in one. 



TO 
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TO THE AUTHOR, 

ON HIS FOREGOING 

VERSES TO THE KING. 

BY MR. EDMUND WALLER. 

A N early plant, which fuch a bloffom bears, 
^^^ And fhows a genius fo beyond his years, 
A judgment that could make To fair a choice. 
So high a fubje^ to employ his voice ; 
Still as it grows, how fweetly will he IJng 
The growing greatnefs of our matchlefs King, 



ANSWER. 

TO MR. WALLER. 

X TTHEN into Libya the young Grecian came, 

^^ To talk with Hammon, and confult for fame ; 
When from the facred tripod where he flood. 
The prieft infpir'd, faluted him a God ; 
Scarce fuch a joy that haughty vidor knew. 
Thus own'd by Heaven, as I, thus prais'd by you. 
Whoe'er their names can in thy numbers (how. 
Have more than empire, and immortal grow ; 

Ages 



TO THE MEMORY OF MR. WALLER, x) 

Ages to come fhall fcom the pow'rs of old^ 
When in thy verfe, of greater Gods they 're told; 
Our beauteous Queen, and royal James's name. 
For Jove and Juno fhall be plac'd by Fame ; 
Thy Charles for Neptune fhall the feas command. 
And Sacariffa (hall for Venus Hand: 
Greece fhall no longer boaft, nor haughty Rome^ 
JBut think from Britain all the Gods did come. 



TO THE IMMORTAL MEMORY OP 

MR. EDMUND WALLER^ 
UPON HIS DEATH* 



} 



A LIKE partaking of celeftial fire, 
^^ Poets and Heroes to renown afpire, 
'Till crown'd with honour^ and immortal name. 
By wity or valour, led to equal fame. 
They mingle with the Gods who breath'dthe noble 

fiame. 

To high exploits, the praifes that belong. 
Live, but as nourifh'd by the Poet's fbng* 

A tree of life is facred Poetry, 
Sweet is the fruit, and tempting to the eye ; 
Many there are, who nibble without leave. 
But none who are not bom to tafte^ furvive. 

Wallsk 
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Waller ihall never die, of life fecure, 
A? long as Fame, or aged Time endure. 
Wall BR, the Mufe's darling, free to tafte 
Of all their (lores, the mafter of the feaft ; 
No^ like old Adam, ftinted in his choice. 
But Lord of all the fpacious paradife. 

f hofe foes to Virtue, Fortune, and Mankind, 
Fav'ring his fame, once, to do juftice join'd; 
No carping critic interrupts his praife ; 
No rival ftrives, but for a fecond place ; 
No want conftrain'd; (the writer's ufual fate) 
A Poet with a plentiful eftate ; 
The firft of mortals who before the tomb. 
Struck that pernicious monfter. Envy, dumb ; 
Malice and Pride, thofe favages, difarm'd; 
Not Orpheus with fuch powerful magic charm'd. 
Scarcer ifi the grave can we allow him more. 
Than living we agreed to give before. 

His noble Mufe employed her generous rage 
In crowning virtue, fcoming to engage 
The vice and follies of an impious age. 
No fatyr lurks within this hallow'd ground, 
But nymphs and heroines, kings and gods abound; 
Glory, and arms, and love, is all the found. 
His Eden with no Serpent is defil'd, 
But all is gay, delicious all, and mild. 

Miflaken men, his Mufe of flattery blame. 
Adorning twice an impious tyrant's name. 
We raife ^ur own, by giving fame to foes ; 
The valour that he prais'd, he did oppofc. 

Nor 
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Nor were his thoughts to poetry confin'd. 
The (late, and bufmefs ihar'd his ample mind; 
As all the Fair were captives to his wit. 
So Senates to his wifdom would fubmit ; 
His voice fo foft, his eloquence fo ftrong. 
Like Cato's was his fpeech, like Ovid's was his fong* 

Our Britifh kings are rais'd above the herfc. 
Immortal made> in his immortal verfe; 
No more are Mars and Jove poetic themes. 
But the celeftial Charles's, and juft James: 
Juno and Pallas, all the ihining race 
Of heavenly beauties, to the Queen give place ; 
Clear, like her brow, and graceful was his fong. 
Great, like her mind, and like her virtue ftrong* 

Parent of Gods, who dofl to Gods remove. 
Where art thou plac'd ? And which thy feat above ? 
Waller, the God of Verfe, we will proclaim. 
Not Phoebus now, but Wa l l e r be his name j 
Of joyful Bards, the fweet feraphic choir 
Acknowledge thee their oracle and fire ; 
The Spheres do homage, and the Mufes fing 
W A L L E R , the God of Verfe, who was the King. 
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TO M Y R A. 
LOVING AT FIRST SIGHT. 

• T^ O warning of th' approaching flame, 
^^ Swiftly, like fudden death, it came; 
Like travellers, by lightening kill'd, 
I burnt the moment I beheld. 

In whom fo many charms are plac'd. 
Is with a mind as nobly grac'd ; 
The cafe ib (hining to behold. 
Is fill'd with richeft gems, and gold. 

To what my eyes admir'd before, 
I add a thoufand graces more ; 
And Fancy blows into a flame. 
The fpark that from her beauty came. 

The objedt thus improved by thought. 
By my own image I am caught ; 
Pygmalion fo, with fatal art 
Polifli'd the form that Hung his heart* 



TO 
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TO M Y R A. 

^11I7ARN'D, and made wife by others flame, 
^^ I fled from whence fuch mifchiefs came. 
Shunning the Sex, that kills at fight, 
I fought my fafety in my flight. 

But, ah ! in vain from fate fly. 
For firfl, or lafl, as all mufl die ; 
So 'tis as much decreed above, 
That firft, or laft, we all muft love. 

My heart which flood fo long the fliock 
Of winds and waves, like fome firm rock, 
By one bright fpark from Myra thrown. 
Is into flame, like powder, blown. 



SONG. 
TO MYRA. 

FOOLISH Love, begone, faid T, 
Vain are thy attempts on me ; 
Thy foft allurements I defy. 
Women, thofe fair diflTemblers, fly. 
My heart was never made for thee. 

Vol. XXXVIII. C Love 
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Love heard ; and ftraight prepar'd a dart; 

Myra, revenge my caufe, faid he : 
Too fore 'twas (hot, I feel the fmart^ 
It rends my bram> and tears my heart; 

O Love I my conqu'ror^ pity me. 



AN IMITATION or THE SECOND CHORUS IN 
THE SECOND ACT OF SENECa's THYESTBS. 

WHEN will the Gods, propitious to our prayers, 
Compofe our fadions, and conclude our wars? 
Ye fons of Inachus, repent the guilt 
Of crowns ufurp'd, and blood of parents fpilt; 
For impious greatnefs, vengeance is in ftore ; 
Short is the date of all ill-gotten power. 
Give ear, ambitions Princes, and be wife ; 
Liften, and learn wherein true greatnefs lies : 
Place not your pride in roofs that (hine with gems. 
In purple robes, nor fparkling diadems ; 
Nor in dominion, nor extent of land : 
He 's only great, who can himfelf command, 
Whofe guard is peaceful innocence, whofe guide 
Is faithful reafon ; who is void of pride. 
Checking ambition ; nor is idly vain 
Of the falfe incenfe of a popular train ; 
Who without ftrife, ot envy, can behold 
His neighbour's plenty^, and his heaps of gold ; 

Nor 



IMITATION OP SENECA'S THYESTES. 19 
Nor covets other wealthy but what we find 
In the pofleffions of a virtuons mind. 

Fearlefs he fees, who is with virtue crown'd. 
The tempeft rage, and hears the thunder found ; 
Ever the fame, let Fortune fmile or frown> 
On the red fcaifold, or the blazing throne ; 
Serenely^ as he liv*d, refigns his breath. 
Meets deftiny halfway, nor ihrinks at death. 

Ye fovereign Lords, who fit like Gods in ftate. 
Awing the world, and buiiiing to be great ; 
Lords but in title, vaflals in efied. 
Whom luft controtds, and wild defires dired : 
The reins of empire but fuch hands di(grace. 
Where Paffion, a blind driver, guides the race. 

What is this Fame, thus crowded round with (laves? 
The breath of fools, the bait of flattering knaves : 
An honeft heart, a confcience free from blame. 
Not of great ads, but good, give me the name: 
In vain we plant, we build, our (lores increafe,. 
If confcience roots up all our inward peace. 
What need of arms, or infbuments of war. 
Or battering engines that deftroy from far ? 
The greateft king, and conqueror is he. 
Who Lord of his own appetites can be ; 
Bleft with a pow'r that nothing can deftroy. 
And all have equal freedom to enjoy. 

Whom worldly luxury, and pomps allure. 
They tread on ice, and find no footing fure ; 
Place me, ye Powers ! in fome obfcure retreat,. 
O ! keep me innocent, make others great: 

C 2 In 
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In quiet fhades, content with rural fports. 
Give me a life remote from guilty courts. 
Where free from hopes or fears, in humble cafe. 
Unheard of, I may live and die in peace. 

Happy the man who thus retir'd from iight. 
Studies himfelf, and feeks no other light: 
But mod unhappy he, who fits on high. 
Expos *d to every tongue and every eye ; 
Whofe follies blaz'd about, to all are known. 
But are a fecret to himfelf alone : 
Worfe is an evil Fame, much worfe than none. 



.1 



A LOYAL EXHORTATION. 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1688. 

I 

1^ F Kings dethron'd, and blood of brethren fpil' 
^^ In vain, O Britain ! you *d avert the guilt ; 
If crimes which your forefathers blufti'd to own. 
Repeated, call for heavier vengeance down. 

Tremble, ye people who your Kings diftrefs. 
Tremble, ye Kings, for people you opprefs ; 
Th' Eternal fees, arm'd with his forky rods. 
The rife and fall of empire 's from the Gods. 

VERSE. 
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VERSES 

SENT TO THE AUTHOR IN HIS 
RETIREMENT. 

WRITTEN BY MRS. ELIZABETH HIGGONS. 



TTITHY,. Granville, is thy life to (hades confin'd, 
^^ Thou whom the Gods defign'd 

In public to do credit to mankind ? 
Why fleeps the noble ardour of thy blood. 

Which from thy ancellors, fo maAy ages paft. 
From RoUo down to Bevil flow'd. 

And then appeared again at kft ? 
In thee, when thy vii^loiious lance 
Bore the difputed prize from all the youth of France. 

ir. 

In the firft trials which are made for fame> 
Thofe to whom Fate fuccefs denies. 
If taking counfel from their fhame. 
They modeftly retreat, are wife. 
But why (hould you who ftill fucceed. 
Whether with graceful art you lead 
The fiery barb, or with as graceful motion tread, 
In fhining ball?, where all agree 
To give the higheft praife to thee. 
Such harmony in every motion 's found. 
As art could ne'er exprefs by any found. 

C 3 HI. So 
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III. 
So lov'd and praisM, whom all admire. 
Why, why fhould you from courts and camps redre ? 

If Myra is unldnd, if it can be* 

That any nymph can be unkind to tliee ; 

If penfive made by love, you thus retire,. 

Awake your Mufe, and ftring your lyre ; 
Your tender fong, and your melodious ftrain, ^ 

Can never be addreft in vain ; I 

She needs mufllove^and weihallhave yoabackagam. J 



OCCASIONED F5f THE FOREGOING VERSES, 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1690. 

/^E ASE, tempting Siren, ceafe thy flattering ftrain, 
^^ Sweet is thy charming fong, but fung in Tain: 
When the winds blow, and loud the tempefts roar. 
What fool would truft the waves, and quit the ihore f 
Early, and vain, into the world I came. 
Big with falfe hopes, and eager after fame ; 
Till looking round me, ere the race began. 
Madmen, and giddy foc^s, were all that ran i 
Reclaimed betimes, I from the lifb retire. 
And thank the Gods, who my retreat infpire. 
In happier times our anceftors were bred. 
When virtue was the only path to tread: 

Give 
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Give mcy ye Gods ! but the fame road to fame, 
Whate'er my fathers dar'd, I dare the fame. 
CJung'd is the fcene, fome baneful planet rules 
An impious world» contriv'd for knaves and fools. 
Look now aroundy and with impartial eyes 
Coniider, and examine all who rife ; 
Weigh well their adions, and their treacherous ends. 
How greatnefs grows, and by what fteps afcends ; 
What murders, treafbns, perjuries, deceit ; 
How many crufh'd, to make one moniler great. 
Would yoa command ? Have fortune in your power ? 
Hug when you ftab, and fmile when you devour? 
Be bloody, fidfe, flatter, fbrfwear, and lie. 
Turn paxider, pathick, parafite, or fpy ; 
Such thriving arts may your wifh'd purpofe bring, 
A Minifter at leaft, perhaps a King. 

Fortune, we mofl unjufUy partial call* 
A mifbrefs frtc^ who bids alike to all ; 
But on fuch terms as only fuit the bafe. 
Honour denies and fhuns the foul embrace. 
The honefl man, who fiarves and is undone. 
Not fortune, but his virtue keeps him down. 
Had Cato bent beneath the conqueiing caufe. 
He might have liv'd to give new Senates laws ; 
But on vile terms difdaining to be great. 
He perifh'd by his choice, and not his ^te. 
Honours and life, th' ufurper bids, and all 
That vain miftaken men good-fortune call. 
Virtue forbids, and fets before his eyes 
An honeft death, which he accepts, and dies: 

C 4 O glo- 
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O glorious refolation ! Noble pride ! 
More honoured, than the tyrant liv'd, he dy'd; 
More lov'd» more prais'd, more envy'd in hisdooiB» 
Than Caefar trampling on the rights of Rome. { 

The virtuous nothing fear, but life with (hame, 
And death *s a pleafant road that leads to fame. 

On bonesy and fcraps of dogs let me be fed^ n 
My limbs uncovered, and expos'd my head > 

To bleakeft colds, a kennel be my bed. J 

This, and all other martyrdom for thee, 
Seems glorious, all, thrice beauteous Honefty! 
J udge me, ye powers ! let Fortune tempt or frown, 
1 ftand prepared, my honour is my own. 

Ye great Difturbers, who in endlefs noife. 
In blood and rapine feek unnatural joys ; 
For what is all this buftle but to ftiun 
Thofe thoughts with which you dare not be alone ? 
As men in mifcry, oppreft with care. 
Seek in the rage of wine to drown defpair. 
Let others fight, and eat their bread in blood, 
Regardlefs if the caufe be bad or good ; 
Or cringe in courts, depending on the nods 
Of flrutting pigmies who would pafs for Gods. 
For me, unpradis'd in the courtiers fchool. 
Who loathe a knave, and tremble at a fool ; 
Who honour generous Wycherley oppreft, 
Pofleft of little, worthy of the beft, 
Rich in himfelf, in virtue that outfhines 
Ail but the fame of his immortal lines. 

More 



:very element exchange its kind, 
iriving Honefly in courts we find, 
ppy the man, of mortals happiell he, 
; quiet mind from vain defires is free ; 
1 neither hopes deceive, nor fears tor men 
ves at peace, within himfelf contentj 
•ught, or aft, accountable to none> 
* himfelf, and to the Gods alone : 
etnefs of content I feraphic joy ! 
I nothing wants, and nothing can dcflroy, 
ere dwells this peace, this freedom of tht; m 
J, but in ihades remote from human kind 
/cry vales, where nymphs and (hepherd^s m 
:ver comes within the palace gate. 
el then cities, courts, and camps, farewel, 
me, ye groves, here let me ever dwell, 
cares, from bufinefs, and mankind remo\ 
it the mu fes, and infpiring Love: 
weet the morn ! How gentle is the nijrht 
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SONG. 

T OVE is by Fancy led about 

^-^ From hope to fear, from joy to doubt; 

Whom we now an angel call. 
Divinely grac'd in every feature. 
Straight 's a deform'd, a perjur'd creature ; 

Love and hate are Fancy all. 

*Tis but as Fancy (hall prefent 
Objeds of grief, or of content. 

That the lover 's bleft, or dies : 
Vifions of mighty pwn, or pleafure, 
Imagin'd want, imagined treafure. 

All in powerful Fancy lies. 



BEAUTY 
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BEAUTY AND LAW. 

A POETICAL PLEADING. 

King Charles II. having made a grant of the rever- 
fion of an office in the court of King's-Bench, to 
his Son the Duke of Grafton ; the Lord Chief 
Jufbice laying claim to it, as a perqui£te legally 
belonging to his office, the caufe came to be 
heard before the Honfe of Lards, between the 
Duchefs, Relia of the £dd Duke» and the Chief 
JttlHce. 

THE Princes (at ; Beai^ and Law contend; 
The Queen of Love will her own caufe defend : 
Secure ihe looks, as certain none can fee 
Such Beauty plead, and not her captive be. 
What need of words with fuch conunanding eyes ? 
Mufti then fpeak? OHeav'ns! the charmer cries j 
O barbarous clime ! where Beauty borrows aid 
From eloquence, to charm, or to per&a^ ! 
Will difcord never leave with envious care 
To raife debate ? But difcord governs here. 
To Juno, Pallas, wifdom, £une, and power. 
Long fince preferred, what trial needs there more f 
ConfeftM to fight, three Goddefles defcend 
On Ida's hill, and foe a prixe contpid; 

Nobly 
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Nobly they bid, and lavifhly purfuc 
A gifty that only could be Beauty's due : 
Honours and wealth the generous judge denies. 
And gives the triumph to the brighteft eyes. 
Such precedents are numberlefs, we draw 
Our right from cuflom ; cuftom is a law 
As high as heaven, as wide as Teas or land ; 
As ancient as the world is our command. 
Mars an Alddes would this plea allow : 
Beauty was ever abfolute till now. 
It is enough that I pronounce it mbe. 
And, right or wrong, he fliould his claim refign : 
Not bears nor tygers fure fo favage are. 
As thefe ill-manner *d monfters of the bar. 

Loud • rumour has proclaimed a nymph divine,. 
Whofe matchlefs form, to counterbalance mine,. 
By dint of Beauty (hall extort your grace : 
Let her appear, this rivaP, face to fece ; 
Let eyes to eyes oppos'd this ftrife decide ; 
Now, when I lighten, let her beams be try'd. 
Was 't a vain promife, and a gownman's lie ? 
Or ftands flie here, unmark'd, when I am by ? 
So Heav'n was mock'd, and once all Elys round. 
Another Jupiter was faid to found ; 

* A report fpread of a beautiful young lady, niece to 
the Lord Chief Juftice, who would appear at the bar 
of the Houfe of Lords, and eclipfe the charms of the 
Duchefs of Grafton : No fuch lady was feen there, nor 
perhaps ever in a»y part of the world. 

On 
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On brazen floors the royal adlor tries 
To ape the thunder rattling in the Ikies ; 
A brandifh'd torch^ with emulating blaze, 
Affefts the fbrky lightning's pointed rays : 
Thus borne aloft, triumphantly he rode 
Through crowds of worlhippers, and afts the God. 
The fire omnipotent prepares the brand, 
By Vulcan wrought, and arms his potent hand ; 
Then flaming hurls it hiffing from above. 
And in the vaft abyfs confounds the mimic Jove. 
Prefumptuous wretch 1 with mortal art to dare 
Immortal power, and brave Che thunderer i 

Caffiope, preferring with difdain. 
Her daughter to the Nereids, they complain | 
The daughter, for the mother's guilty fcom. 
Is doom'd to be devoured ; the mother 's borne 

Above the clouds, where, by immortal light, 
Kevers'd flie fliines, expos'd to human fight. 

And to a fliameful pofture is confin'd. 

As an eternal terror to mankind. 

Did^thtts the Gods fuch private nymphs refped? 

What Vengeance might the Queen of Love expedi ? 
But grant fuch arlntrary pleas are vain, 

Wav'd let them be ; mere juflice fhall obtain. 

Who to a hufl)and jufUier can fucceed. 

Than the foft partner of his nuptial bed ; 

Or to a father's right lay flronger claim. 

Than the dear youth in whom furvives his name ? 

Behold that youth, confider whence he (prings. 

And in his royal Veins refpe6l your kings : 

Immortal 
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Immortal Jove» opon a mortal (he. 
Begat his fire : Second fh>m Jotc is he. 

Well did the father blindly fight your caafe» 
Following the cry— of Liberty and Laws, 
If by thofe laws, for which 1m loft his life *, 
You ipoil, nngratefidly, the fon and wife. 

What need I more ? 'Tis treaibn to difputc? 
The grant was royal ; that decides the fnit. 
^* Shall vulgar laws imperial power conftrain ? 
'' Kings, and die Gods, can never ad in vain.'* 

She finifh'd here, the Queen of every grace» 
Difdain vermifioning her heavenly £ice : 
Our hearts take fire, and all in tnmult rife^ 
And one wifii fparkles in a thonfand eyes. 
O ! might fome champion finifh theie debates! 
My fword ihall end, niiat now my pen relates* 
Up roie the Judge, on each fide bendkig low, 
A crafty finile accompanies his bow ; 
Ulyfies like, a gentle paufe he makes. 
Then, raifing by degrees his voice, he fpeaks. 

In you, my Lords, who judge; and all who hear, 
Methinks I read your wiihes for the Fair ; 
Nor can I wonder, even I contend 
With inward pain, unwilling to ofiend ; 
Unhappy ! thus oblig'd to a defence. 
That may difpleafe fuch heavenly excellence. 

^ Tlie Duke of Grafton, flain at the (iege of Cork in 
Ireland, about the beginning of the Revolution. 

Might 
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Might we the laws on any terms abnfe. 
So bright an influence were the beil excnfe ; 
Let • Niobe's juft fate, the vile difgrace 
Of the t Propoetides* polluted race ; 
Let death, or ihame, or lunacy furprize. 
Who dare to match the luftre of thofe eyes ! 
Aloud the ^ireft of the Sex complain 
Of captives loft, and loves invok'd in vain ; 
At her appearance all their glory ends. 
And not a ftar, but fets, when ihe afcends. 

Where Love prefides, ftill may flie bear the prize ; 
But rigid Law has neither ears nor eyes : 
Charms, to which Mars and Hercules would bow, 
Minos and % Rhadamanthus difavow. 
Joftice, by nothing bias'd, or inclin'd. 
Deaf to perfuafion, to temptation blind. 
Determines without favour, and the laws 
Overlook the parties, to decide the caufe. 
What then avails it, that a beardlefs boy 
Took a ra{h fancy for a female toy ? 

* Niobe turned into a ftone for prefuming to compare 
herfelf with Diana. 

+ Propcetides, certain virgins, who, for affronting 
Venus, were condemned to open prollitution, and after- 
wards turned into ftone. 

I Minot and Rhadamanthus, famous legiflators, who 
for their ftrift adminiftration of juftice, were after their 
deaths made chief judges in the infernal regions. 

Th' infulted 
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Th* infulted Argives, with a numerous hoft, 
Purfue revenge, and feek the Dardan coafl ; 
Though the Gods built^ and though the Gods defer. 
Thofe lofty towers, the hoftile Greeks afcend ; 
Nor leave they, till the town in aihes lies, 
•And all the race of royal Priam dies : 
The Queen of* Paphos, mixing in the fray. 
Rallies the troops, and urges on the day ; 
In perfon, in the foremoft ranks fhe (lands. 
Provokes the charge, direds, ai&fts, commands ; 
Stem Diomed, advancing high in air. 
His lofty javelin (bikes the heavenly Fair ; 
The vaulted ikies with her loud fhrieks refound. 
And high Olympus trembles at the wound. 
In caufes juil, would all the Gods oppofe, 
*Twere honeft to difpute j fo Cato chofe. . 
Difmifs that plea, and what ihall blood avail? 
If beauty is deny'd, Ihall birth prevail? 
Bloody and high deeds, in diftant ages done. 
Are our forefathers merit, not our own. 
Might none a juft poffeffion be allow'd. 
But who could bring defert, or boaft of blood? 
What numbers, even here, might be condemned, 
Strip'd, anddefpoil'dof all, revil'd, contemn'd? 
Take a juft view, how many may remark. 
Who now 's a peer, his grandfire was a derk : 
Some few remain, ennobled by the fword 
In Gothic times : But now to be My Lord, 

• Venus, ^ 

Stud • 
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Study the law ; nor do thefe robes defpife ; 
Honour the gown, from whence your honours rife. 
Thofe fam'd dilators, who fubdu'd the globe. 
Gave the precedence to the peaceful robe ; 
The mighty Julius, pleading at the bar. 
Was greater, than when thundering in the war 
He conquer'd nations : 'Tis of more renown 
To fave a client, than to ftorm a town. 

How dear to Britain are her darling laws ! 
What blood has flie not lavi/h'd in their caufe I 
Kings are like common flaves to flaughter led. 
Or wander through the world to beg their bread. 
** When regal power afpires above the laws, 
"A private wrong becomes a public caufe." 

He fpoke. The nobles differ, and divide. 
Some join with Law, and fome with Beauty fide. 
Mordaunt, though once her flave, infults the Fair, 
Whofe fetters 'twas his pride, in youth, to wear ; * 
So Lucifer revolting, brav'd the power 
Whom he was wont to worfhip and implore. 
Like impious is their rage, who have in chace. 
A new Omnipotence in Grafton's face. 
But Rochefter, undaunted, jufl, and wife, 
Afferts the Goddefs with the charming eyes ; 
And O ! may Beauty never want reward 
For thee, her noble champion, and her guard. 
Beauty triumphs, and Law fubmitting lies, ^ 

The tyrant tam'd, aloud for mercy cries ; C 

Conqueft can never fail in radiant Grafton's eyes. ) 

Vol, XXXVIIL D LADY 



U LANSDOWNE'S POEMS. 



LADY HYDE^. 

■1117 HEN fam'd Apelles fought to frame 
^ ^ Some image of th* Idalian dame. 
To furnifh graces for the piece. 
He fummon'd all the nymphs of Greece ; 
So many mortals were combin'd. 
To fliew how one immortal fliin'd. 

Had Hyde thus fat by proxy too. 
As Venus then was faid to do, 
Venus herfelf, and all the train 
Of GoddefTes had fommon'd been ; 
The painter mufl have fearch'd the fkies. 
To match the luftre of her eyes. 

Comparing then, while thus we view 
The ancient Venus, and the new j 
In her we many mortals fee. 
As many Goddeifes in thee. 

* Afterwards Countefs of Clarendon and Roohefter. 
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LADY HYDE HAVING THE SMALL POX» SOON 
AFTER THE RECOVERY OF MRS. MOHUN. 

|?[CARC£ could the general joy for Mohim appear, 

^ But new attempts fhew other dangers near ; 

Beauty 's attack'd in her imperial fort. 

Where all her loves and graces kept their court; 

Inher chief refidence, beiieg'd at Iaft» 

Laments to fee her faireft fields laid wafte. 

On things immortal, all attempts are vain ; 
Tyrant Difeafe, 'tis lofs of time and pain ; 
Glut thy wild rage, and load thee with rich prize 
Tom from her cheeks, her fragrant lips, and eyes t 
Let her but live ; as much vermilion take. 
As might an Helen, or a Venus make ; 
Like Thetis, fiie fhall frufbate thy vain rape. 
And in variety of charms efcape. 

The twinkling ftars drop numberlefs each nighty 
Yet fhines the radiant firmament as bright ; 
So from the ocean fhould we rivers drain. 
Still would enough to drown the world remain. 
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THE DUCHESS OF — — — , UNSEASONABLY SUR- 
PRIZED IN THE EMBRACES OF HER LORD. 

FAIREST Zelinda, ceafe to chide, or grieve ; 
Nor blufh at joys that only you can give ; 
Who with bold eyes furvey'd thofe matchlefs charms, 
Is punilh'd, feeing in another's arms : 
With greedy looks he views each naked part, 
Joy feeds his eyes, but Envy tears his heart. 
So caught was Mars, and Mercury aloud 
Proclaim*d his grief, that he was not the God ; 
So to be caught, was every God's defire : 
Nor Icfs than Venus, can Zelinda fire. 
Forgive him then, thou more than heavenly Fair> 
Forgive his rafhnefs, punifti'd by defpair ; 
All that we know, which wretched mortals feel 
In thofe fad regions where the tortur'd dwell. 
Is, that they fee the raptures of the blefs'd. 
And view the joys which they muft never taftc. 
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TO FLAVIA. 

TEN ON HER GARDEN IN THE NORTH. 

tl AT charm is this, that in the midft of fnow. 
Of ftorms,and blafts,the choiceft fruits do grow? 
, on beds of ice are taught to bear, 
angers to the fun, yet ripen here ; 
sen ground the fweeteft flowers ariie, 

by any light, but Flavians eyes ; 
-e'er (he treads, beneath the Charmer's feet 
fe, the jefs'mine, and the lilifes meet ; 
•e'er fhe looks, behold fome fudden birth 

the trees, and frudliiies the earth ; 
\k of mountains, and unfruitful ground, 
. an Eden as the firft is found, 
new Paradife the Goddefs reigns, 
reign Hate, and mocks the lover's pains ; 
1 thofe beams that fcorch us from her eyes, 
»wy bofom ftill unmelted lies ; 
om her lips fpreads all his odours round, 
irs on ice, and fprings from frozen ground* 
)ld the clime that can fuch wonders bear, 
rden feems an emblem of the Fair. 
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TO THE SAME. 

HER GARDENS HAVING ESCAPED A . FLOOD 
THAT HAD LAID ALL THE COUNTRY ROVRD 
UNDER WATER. 

W/ HAT hands divine have planted and protcd, 

^^ The torrent fpares, and deluges refped; 
So when the waters o'er the world were fpread. 
Covering each oak, and every mountain's head. 
The chofen Patriarch fail'd within his ark. 
Nor might the waves o'erwhelm the facred bark. 
The charming Flavia is no lefs, we find. 
The favourite of Heaven, than of mankind ; 
The Gods, like rivals, imitate our care. 
And vie with mortals to oblige the Fair ; 
Thefe favours thus beftow'd on her alone. 
Are but the homage which they fend her down. 

O Flavia ! may thy virtue from above 
Be crown'd with bleffings, endlefs as my love. 



TO MY FRIEND DR. GARTH. 

IN HI« SICKNESS. 

MACHAON fick, in every face we find. 
His danger is the danger of mankind ; 
Whofe art proteAing, Nature could expire 
But by a Deluge, or the general Fire. 

More 



TO CHARLES LtmD LANSDOWNE. 

More lives he faves, than perifh in our wars. 
And fafter than a plague deftroys, repairs. 
The bold caroufer, and advent'rous dame, 
Npr fear the fever, nor refiife the flame ; 
Safe in his (kill, from all rcllraints fet free. 
But confcious Ihame, remorfe, or piety. 

Sire • of all arts, defend thy darling fon ; 
O I fave the man whofe life 's fo much our own! 
On whom, like Atlas, the whole world's reclin'd. 
And by rciloring Garth, preferve mankind. 



To Uy dear kinsman, . 
CHARLES LORD LANSDOWNE, 

UPON THE BOMBARDMENT OP THE TOWN OF 
GRANVILLE IN NORMANDY, BY THE ENG- 
LISH FL£ET. 

'T'H O' built by Gods, confum'd by hoiHle flame, 
•*• Troy bury*d lies, yet lives the Trojan name ; 
And fo fliall thine, though with thefe walls were loft 
All the records our anceftors could boaft. 
For Latium conquered, and for Turnus flain, 
i£neas lives, though not one ftone remain 

♦ Apollo, God of Poetry and Pbyfic. 

D 4 Where 
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Where he arofe : Nor art thou lefs renown'd 
For thy loud triumphs on Hungarian ground. 

Thofe * arms which for nine centuries had brav'd 
The wrath of Time, on antique ftone engrav'd. 
Now torn by mortars, ftand yet undefac'd 
On nobler trophies, by thy valour rais'd : 
Safe on thy f Eagle's wings they foar above 
The rage of war, or thunder to remove. 
Borne by the Bird of Caefar, and of Jove. 



1 



LADY HYDE, 

SITTING AT SIR GODFREY KNELLEr's FOI 
HER PICTURE. 

X XT' H I L E Kneller, with inimitable art, 
^ ^ Attempts that face whofe print's on ever 
heart. 
The Poet, with a pencil lefs confin'd. 
Shall paint her virtues, and defcribe her mind, 

• The Granville Arms flill remaining at that time c 
one of the gates of the town. 

f He was created a Count of the Empire, the Fami 
Arms to be borne for ever upon the breail of the Imperi 
fpread Eag^e. 



ON LADY HYDE'S PICT.URE, 

Unlock the Ihrine, and to the fight unfold 
The fijcret gems, and all the inward gold. 
Two only patterns do the Mufes name. 
Of perfeft beauty, but of guilty fame ; 
A Venus and an Helen have been feen. 
Both perjur'd wives, the Goddefs and the Queen: 
In this the third, are reconciPd at laft 
Thofe jarring attributes of Fair arid Chafte, 
With graces that attraft, but not enfnare. 
Divinely good, as fhe *s divinely fair; 
With beauty, not afFefted, vain, nor proud ; 
With greatnefs, eafy, affable, and good : 
Others by guilty artifice, and arts 
Of promised kindnefs, pradtife on our hearts. 
With expeAation blow the paffion up ; 
She fans the fire, without one gale of hope. 
Like the chafte moon, fhe fhines to all mankind. 
But to Endymion is her love confin'd. 
What cruel deftiny on Beauty waits. 
When on one face depend fo many fetes ! 
Oblig'd by honour to relieve but one, 
Unhapy men by thoufands are undone. 
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TO MRS. GRANVILLE, 
OF WOTTON IN BUCKINQHAMSHIREi 

AFTERWARDS LADY CONWAY, 

T OVEx like a tyrant whom no laws conftrain, 
•*^ Now for fome ages kept the world in pain ; 
Beauty, by vaft deftrudtions got renown. 
And Lovers only by their rage were known: 
But Granville, more auTpicious to mankind, 
Conqu'ring the heart, as much inftru&s the mind; 
Bleft in the fate of her vi^orious eyes. 
Seeing, we love ; and hearing, we grow wife : 
So Rome for wifdom, as for conqueft fam'd. 
Improved with arts, whom fhe by arms had tam'd. 
Above the clouds is plac'd this glorious light. 
Nothing lies hid from her enquiring fight ; 
Athens and Rome for arts reftor'd rejoice^ 
Their language takes new mufic from her voice; 
Learning and Love, in the fame feat we find. 
So bright her eyes, and fo adornM her mind. 

Long had Minerva governed in the fkies. 
But now defcends, confeft to human eyes ; 
Behold in Granville, that infpiring Queen, 
Whom learned Athens fo ador'd unfeen. 
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TO MRS. AFRA BEHN. 

'T'WO warrior * chiefs the voice of Fame divide, 
-*• W)k> bed dcferv'd, not Plutarch could decide : 
Behold two mightier conquerors appear, 
Some for your wit, fome for your eyes declare ; 
Debates arife, which captivates us moft, 
And none can tell the charm by which he *s lofl. 
The bow and quiver does Diana bear ; 
Venus the dove ; Pallas the Ihield and fpear : 
Poets fuch emblems to their Gods affign. 
Hearts bleeding by the dart, and pen be thine. 



THE DESERTION. 

^^OW fly, Difcretion, to my sdd, 
-*^^ See haughty Myra, feir and bright. 
In all the pomp of love array 'd ; 
Ah ! how I tremble at the fight ! 
She comes, fhe comes— before her all 
Mankind does profhrate fall. 

* Alexander and Caeftr. 
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Love, a deftroyer fierce and young, 
Advcnt'rous, terrible, and ftrong, 

Cruel and ralh, delighting ftill to vex. 
Sparing nor age nor fex. 

Commands in chief; well fortify'd he lies. 
And from her lips, her cheeks and eyes^ 
All oppofition he defies. 
Reafon, Love's old inveterate foe. 
Scarce ever reconciled till now, 
Reafon aflifts her too. 

A wife commander he, for council fit ; 
But nice and coy, nor has been feen to fit 
In modern fynod, nor appeared of late 
In courts, nor camps, nor in affairs of ftate ; 
Reafon proclaims them all his foes. 
Who fuch refiHIefs charms oppofe. 

My very bofom friends make war 
Within ipy breaft, and in her interefts are ; 
Efleem and judgment with flrong fancy join 
To court, and call the fair invader in ; 
My darling favourite inclination too. 

All, all conljpiring with the foe. 

Ah! whither fhall I fly to hide 
My weaknefs from the conqu'ror's pride ? 
Now, now, Difcretion be my guide. 
But fee, this mighty Archimedes too. 
Surrenders now. 
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Prefuming longer to refill 
His very name, 
Difcretion muft difclaim ; 
Felly and madnefs only would perfift. 



SONG. 

T'LL tell her the next time, faid I, 

■^ In vain I in vain ! for when I try. 
Upon my timorous tongue the trembling accents die. 

Alas ! a thoufand thoufand fears 

Still overawe when fhe appears 1 
My breath is fpent in fighs> my eyes are drown'd in 
tears. 



IN PRAISE OF MYRA. 

'TpUNE, tune thy lyre, begin my Mufe, 
-^ What nymph, what Queen, what Goddefs wilt 
thou choofe ? 
Whofe praifes fing ? What charmer's name 
Tranfmit immortal down to Fame ? 
Strike, ftrike thy Urmgs, let Echo take the found. 
And bear it far, to all the mountains round ; 
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Pindus again (hall hear, again rejoice. 

And Hemus too, as when th' enchanting voice 

Of tuneful Orpheus charm'd the grove. 

Taught oaks to daace> and made the cedars move. 

Nor Venus, nor Diana will we name ; 
Myra is Venus and Diana too. 
All that was feign'd of them, apply'd to her, is true; 
Then fmg, my Mufe, let Myra be our theme. 

As when the ihepherds would a garbnd make. 
They fearch with care the fragrant nMadows 
rQuadi;, 
Plucking but here and there and only take 
The choiceH fiow'ra wilh which ibme nymj^ is 
crown'd. 

In framing Myra fo divinely fair. 
Nature has taken the fame care ; 
All that is lovely, noble, good, we fee. 
All, beauteous Myra, all bound up in thee. 
Where Myra is, there is the Queen of Love, 
Th' Arcadian paftures, and th' Idalian grove* 
Let Myra dance, fo charming is her mien> 
In every movement every grace is feen ; 
Let Myra fing, the notes fo fweetly wound. 
The fyrens would be filent at the found. 
Place me on mountains of eternal fnow. 
Where all is ice, all winter winds that blow ; 

Or 
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Or cad me underneath the burning line. 

Where everlalling fun does ihine ; 
Where all is fcorch'd— whatever you decree. 

Ye Gods ! wherever I fhall he, 
Myra fhall ftill be lov'd, and ilill ador'd by me. 



SONG. 
TO. MYRA. 

I. 
XJf7HY, cruel creature, why fo bent 
^^ To vex a tender heart? 
To gold and title you relent. 
Love throws in vain his dart. 

II. 
Let glittering fools in courts be great ; 

For pay, let armies move ; 
Beauty fhould have no other bait 

But gentle vows, and love. 

IIL 

If on thofe endlefs charms you lay 

The value that 's their due. 
Kings are themfelves too poor to pay, 

A thoufand worlds too few. 

IV. But 
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IV. 

But if a paflion without vice, 

Without difguife or art. 
Ah Myra ! if true love 's your price, 

•Behold it in my heart. 



MYRA SINGING. 

'T'HE fyrens, once deluded, vainly charm'd, 
-^ Ty'd to.the malt, Ulyffes fail'd unharm'd; 
Had Myra's voice entic'd his liftening ear. 
The Greek had ftopt, and would have dy'd to hear. 
When Myra fings, we feek th' enchanting found. 
And blefs the notes that do fo fweetly wound. 
What mufic needs mull dwell upon that tongue, 
Whofe fpeech is tuneful as another's fong ! 
Such harmony ! fuch wit ! a face fo fair ! 
So many pointed arrows who can bear? 
Who from her wit, or from her beauty flies, 
If with her voice (he overtakes him, dies. 

Like foldiers fo in battle we fucceed. 
One peril *fcaping, by another bleed ; 
In vain the dart, or glittering fword we Ihun, 
Condemn'd to perilh by the flaughtering gun. 



MYRA. 
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M Y R A. 

XT A RBVIBW OF THB GUARDS IN HYDE-PARIt. 

T ET meaner beauties conquer fingly ftil', 
"*^ But haughty Myra will by thoufands kill; 
Through armed ranks triumphantly Ihe driv/s, 
And with one glance commands a thoufand lives : 
The trembling heroes, nor jefift, nor fly. 
But at the head of all their fquadrons die. 



T O M Y R A. 

^^TATURE indulgent, provident and kind, 
^^ In all things that excel, fome ufe defign'd; 
The radiant fun, of every heavenly light 
The firft (did Myra not difpute that right) 
Sends from above ten thoufand bleilings down ; 
Nor is he fet fo high for fhow alone. 
His beams reviving with aufpicious fire. 
Freely we all enjoy what all admire: 
The moon and ftars, thofe faithful guides of night. 
Are phc*d to help, not entertain the fight: 
Plants, fruits, and flowers tlie fertile fields produce, 
Not for vain ornament, but wholefome ufe j 
Vol. XXXVIII. E Heahh 
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Health they rcftore, and nourifhment they give. 
We fee with pleafure, but we tafte to live. 

Then think not, Myra, that thy form was meant 
More to create defire^ than to content ; 
Would the juft Gods- fo many charms provide 
Only to gratify a mortars pride ? 
Would they have form'd thee fo above thy fexr 
Only to play the tyrant, and to vex ? 
'Tis impious pleafure to delight in harm. 
And Beauty fhould be kind,, as well as charm^ 



THE PROGRESS OF BEAUTY. 

np H E God of day defcending from above, 
"■• Mixt with the fea, and got the Queen of Love. 
Beauty, that fires the worid^ 'twas fit ftiould rife ' 
From him alone who lights the ftars and fkies. 
In Cyprus long, by men and Gods obey'd. 
The lover's toil fhe gratefully repaid, 
Promifcuous bleffings to her flaves affign*d, 
And taught the world that Beauty fhould be kind. 
Learn by this pattern, all ye Fair, to charm. 
Bright be your beams, but without fcorching warm. 
Helen was next from Greece to Phrygia brought^ 
With much expence of blood and empire fought : 
Beauty and Love the nobleft caufe afford. 
That can try valour, or employ the fword. 

Not 
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Not men alone incited by her charms. 
But Heaven 's concern'd, and all the Gods take arms. 
The happy Trojan glorioufly pofleft. 
Enjoys the dame, and leaves to fate the reft. 
Your cold refle^Hons, moralifts, forbear. 
His title 's beft who beft can pleafe the Fair. 
And now the Gods, in pity to the cares. 
The fierce defires, diftradions, and defpairs 
Of tortar'd men, while Beauty was confin'd, 
Refolv'd to multiply the charming kind. 
Greece was the land where this bright race begun. 
And iaw a thonfand rivals to the fun. 
Hence followed arts, while each employed lus care 
In new productions to delight the Fair: 
To bright Afpafia Socrates retir'd, 
His wifdom grew but as his love infpir'd ; 
Thofe rocks and oak» which fuch emotions felt. 
Were cruel maids whom Orpheus taught to melt ; 
Mufic, and (bngs, and every way to move 
The ravifli'd heart, were feeds and plants of love. 

The Gods, entic'd by fo divine a birth, 
Defcend from heaven to this new heaven on earth ; 
Thy wit, O Mercury *s no defence from love ; 
Nor Mars, thy target ; nor thy thunder, Jove. 
The mad immortals in a thoufand fhapes, y 

Range the wide globe ; fome yield, fome fufFer rapes, > 
Invaded, or deceived, not one efcapes. J 

The wife, though a bright Goddefs, thus gives place 
To mortal concubines of freih embrace ; 

£ 2 fiv 
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By fuch examples were we taaght to fee 
The life and foul of love, is fweet variety. 

In thofe firfl times, ere charming womankind 
Reform'd their pleafures, polifhing the mind. 
Rude were their revels, and obicene their joys. 
The broils of drunkards, and the luft of boys ; 
Phoebus laments for Hyacinthus dead. 
And Juno jealous, dorms at Ganymed. 
Return, my Mufe, and clofe that odious (bene. 
Nor ftain thy verfe with images unclean ; 
Of Beauty fing, her fhining progrefs view, ^ 

From clime to clime the dazzling light purfae, I 
Tell how the Goddefs fpread, and how in empire f 
-grew. J 

Let others govern, or defend the ftate. 
Plead at the bar, or manage a debate. 
In lofty arts and fciences excel. 
Or in proud domes employ their boafted fkill. 
To marble, and to brafs fuch features give. 
The metal and the ftone may feem to live ; 
Defcribe the ftars, and planetary way. 
And trade the footfteps of eternal day: 
Be this, my Mufe, thy pleafure and thy care, 
A flave to Beauty, to record the Fair. 
Still wand'ring in love's fweet delicious maze. 
To fing the triumphs of fome heavenly face. 
Of lovely dames, who with a fmile or frown 
Subdue the proud, the fnppliant lover crown. 
From Venus down to Myra bring thy fong. 
To thee alone fuch tender talks belong. 

From 
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From Greece to Afric Beauty takes her flight. 
And ripens with her near approach to light: 
Frown not, ye Fair, to hear of fwarthy dames. 
With radiant eyes, that take unerring aims ; 
Beauty to no complexion is confin'd. 
Is of all colours, and by none defin'd ; 
Jewels that ihine, in gold or filver fet. 
As precious and as fparkling are in jet. 
Here Cleopatra, with a liberal heart. 
Bounteous of love, improv'd the joy with art. 
The firlt who gave recruited flaves to know 
That the rich pearl was of more ufe than fhow. 
Who with high meats, or a luxurious draught. 
Kept love for ever flowing, and full fraught. 
Julius and Anthony, thofe lords of all. 
Each in his turn prefent the conquer'd ball ; 
Thofe dreadful Eagles that had fac'd the light 
From pole to pole, fall dazzled at her fight: 
Nor was her death lefs glorious than her life, 
A conftant miftrefs, and a faithful wife ; 
Her dying truth fome generous tears would coft. 
Had not her fate • infpir'd the World well Loft ; 
With fecret pride the raviih'd Mufes view 
The image of that death which Dryden drew. 

Pleas'd in fuch happy climates, warm and bright. 
Love for fome ages revel'd with delight ; 

• All for Love } or. The World well Loft: written 
liy Mr. Dryden* 

E s The 
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The martial Moors in gallantry refin'd. 
Invent new arts to make their charmers kind ; 
See in the lifts, by golden barriers bound. 
In warlike ranks they wait the trumpet's found; 
Some love-device is wrought on every fword. 
And every ribbon bears fome myftic wwtl. 
As when we fee the winged winds engage. 
Mounted on courfers, foaming flame and rage. 
Ruftling from every quarter of the iky. 
North, eaft, and well, in airy fwiftnefs vie; 
One cloud repuls'd, new combatants prepare 
To meet as fierce, and form a thundering war? 
So when the trumpet foundings gives the figa. 
The juftling chiefs in rude rencounter join. 
So meet, and fo renew the dextrous fight. 
Each fair beholder trembling for her knight; 
Still as one falls, another rufhes in. 
And all muft be o'ercome, or none can win. 
The victor, from the (hining dame, whofe eyes 
Aided his conqu'ring arm, receives a precious prize. 
Thus flourifli'd Love, and Beauty reign'd in ftate, 
Till the proud Spaniard gave thefe glories date-: 
Paft is the gallantry, the fame remains, 
Tranfmitted fafe in Dryden's lofty fcenes ; 
Granada • loft, beheld her pomps reftor'd. 
And Almahide f , once more by kings ador'd. 

* The Conqueft of Granada 5 wiittenby Mr. Dryden 
f The part of Almahide, performed by Mrs. Elean 
■Gwyn, Miftrefs to King Charles II. 

Lo^ 
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Love driven thence, to colder firitaia flies. 
And with bright nymphs the diftant fun fuppUes ; 
Romances which relate the dreadful fights. 
The loves and prowefs of adventurous knights ; 
To animate their rage, a kiis record 
From Britain's faireft nymph was the reward ; 
Thus ancient to Love's empire was the claim 
Of firiufli beauty, and fo wide the fame. 
Which, like our flag upcui the feas, gives law 
By right avow'd, and keeps the world in awe. 

Our gallant kings, of whom large annals prove 
The mighty deeds, Hand as renown 'd for love ; 
A monarch's right o'er Beauty they may claim. 
Lords of that ocean from whence Beauty came. 
Xhy Rofamond, great Henry, on the ftage. 
By a late Mufe prefented in our age. 
With aking hearts, and flowing eyes wc view. 
While that diflembled death prcfents the true 
In Bracegirdle *, the perfons fo agree. 
That all feems real the fpedators fee. 

Of Scots and Gauls defeated, and their kings, 
Thy captives, Edward, Fame for ever fings ; 
Like thy high deeds, thy noble loves are prais'd. 
Who hail to Love the noblefl trophy rais'd: 
Thy ftatues, Venus, though by Phidias's hand, 
Deflgn'd immorul, yet no longer (land ; 
The magic of thy fhining zone is pall, 
But Saliibury's Garter fhall for ever lafl, 

• A famous a6licfs. 

En 4 Which 
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Which through the world by living monarchs wom> 
Adds grace to fceptres, and does crowns adorn. 

If fuch their fame who gave thefe rights divine 
To facred Love, O ! what difhonoor 's thine> 
Forgetful Queen, who fever'd that bright • head 
Which charm'd two mighty monarchs to her bed I 
Hadfl thou been born a man, thou hadft not err'd. 
Thy fame had liv'd, and Beauty been preferred; 
But O ! what mighty magic can aiTuage 
A woman's envy, and a bigot's rage? 

Love tir'd at length. Love, that delights to fmile> 
Flying from fcenes of horror f , quits our iflc. 
With Charles, the Cupids and the Graces goiie> 
In exile live, for Love and Charles were one ; 
With Charles he wanders, and for Charles he mourBSy 
But O I how fierce the joy when Charles returns I 
As eager flames with oppofition pent. 
Break out impetuous when they find a vent ; 
As a fierce torrent bounded on his race, 
P'orcing his way, rolls with redoubled pace : 
From the loud palace to the filent grove. 
All, by the King's example, live and love ; 
The Mufes with diviner voices fing ; 
And all rejoice to pleafe the godlike King. 

Then Waller in immortal verfe proclaims 
The Ihining court, and all the glittering dames ; 

• Mary Queen of Scots, beheaded by Queen Eliza- 
beth. 

f The Rebellion j and death of King Charles J. 

Thy 
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Thy beauty, Sidney •, like Achilles' fword, 
Reiiftlefsy (Ismds upon as fure record ; 
The fierceft hero, and the brighteft dame^ 
Both fung alike, fhall have their fate the fame.. 

And now, my Mufe, a nobler flight prepare,. 
And fmg fo loud that heaven and earth may hear. 
Behold from Italy an awful ray 
Of heavenly light illuminates the day. 
Northward (he bends, majeftically bright. 
And here fhe fixes her imperial light. 
Be bold, be bold, my Mufe, nor fear to raife 
Thy voice to her who was thy earlieft praife ; 
What though the fullen Fates refufe to (hine. 
Or frown fevere on thy audacious line. 
Keep thy bright theme within thy fteady fight. 
The clouds fhall fly before the dazzling light. 
And everlafting day direft thy lofty flight. 
Thou who has never yet put on difguife 
To flatter fadtion, or defcend to vice ; 
Let no vain fear thy generous ardor tame. 
But ftand eredl, and found as loud as Fame. 

As when our eyes fome profped would purfue, 
Defcending from a hill, looks round to view, 
Paflfes o*er lawns and meadows till it gains 
Some favourite fpot, and fixing there, remains i 
With equal rapture my tranfportcd Mufe 
Flies other objeds, this bright theme to choofe. 

• The Lady Dorothy Sidney, celebrated by Mr, Waller 
under the name of SachariiFa* 

Queen 
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QueeA of our hearts, and charmer of pur fights 
A monarch's pride, his glory and .delight, 
Princefs ador'd and lov'd ! If verfe can give 
A deaddefs name, thine (hall for ever live ; 
Invok'd where-e*er the Bricifh lion roars. 
Extended as the feas that gird the Britiih ihores. 
The wife immortals in their ieats above. 
To crown their labours, ftiU appointed Love ; 
Phoebus eiyoy'd the Goddefs of the fea, 
Alcides had Omphale, James has Thee. 
O happy James ! content thy mighty mind. 
Grudge not the world, for jftill thy Qjjeen is kind. 
To lie but at whofe feet more glory brings 
Than 'tis to tread on (ceptres, and on kings : 
Secure of empire in that beauteous breaft. 
Who would not give their crowns to be fo bleft? 
Was Helen half fo fair, fo fbrm'd for joy. 
Well chofe the Trojan, and well burnt was Troy. 
But ah ! what Arange vidflitudes of fate. 
What chance attends on every worldly ftate ? 
As when the fkies were fack'd, the conquer'd Gods 
Compeird from heaven, forfook their bleft abodes ; 
Wandering in woods, they hid from den to dep. 
And fought their fafety in the fhapes of men. 
As when the winds with kindling flames confpire. 
The blaze increafes, as they fan the fire ; 
From roof to roof the burning torrent pours. 
Nor fpares the palace, nor the loftieft towers: 
-Or, as .the flately pine, ereding high 
Her lofty branches, ihooting to the flcy, 

If 
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If riven by the thunderbolt of Jove, 
Down falls at once the pride of all the grove. 
Level with loweft fbrubs lies the tall head 
'j hat rear'd aloft, as to the clouds was fpread. 
So •••••• • 

But ceafe, my Mufe, thy cdoors are too faint. 
Hide with a veil thofe griefs which none can paint; 
This fun is fet. — But fee in bright array 
What hofts of heavenly light recruit the day. 
Love, in a fhining Galaxy, appears 
Triumphant ftill, and Grafton leads the ftars. 
Ten thoufand loves, ten thoufand feveral ways 
Invade adoring crowds, who die to gaze ; 
tier eyes reiifllefs as the fyrens voice. 
So fweet 's the charm, we m^ce our fate our choice. 
Who moft refembles her let next be namM, 
Villiers • for wifdom and deep judgment fam'd. 
Of a high race, vidorious Beauty brings 
To grace our courts, and captivate our kings. 

With what delight my Mu^e to Sandwich flies ! 
Whofe wit is piercing as her fparkling eyes : 
Ah ! how (he mounts, and fpreads her airy wings. 
And tunes her voice, when (he of Ormond fmgs I 
Of radiant Ormond, only fit to be 
The fttccefibr of beauteous Oflbry. 

Richmond 's a title, that but nam'd, implies 
Majeftic graces, and vidlorious eyes ; 
Fair Villiers firft, then haughty Stuart came. 
And Brudenal now no lefs adorns the name. 

• Countefs of Orkney. 

Doriet 



re: > 
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Dorfet already is immortal made 

In Prior's verfe, nor needs a fecond aid. 

By Bentinck and fair Rutenberg we find. 
That Beauty to no climate is confin'd. 

Rupert of royal blood, with modeft grace, 
Blufhes to hear the triumphs of her face. 

Not Helen with St. Alban's might compare : 
Nor let the Mufe omit Scroop, Holms, and Hare : 
Hyde, Venus is ; the Graces are Kildare. 

Soft and delicious as a fouthern iky. 
Are Da(hwood*s fmiles j when Damley • frown» 

we die. 
Carelefs f , but yet fecure of conqueft ftill, 
Lu'fon unaiming, never fails to kill ; 
Gttiltlefs of pride to captivate, or (hinc. 
Bright without art, Ihe wounds without defign : 
But Wyndham like a tyrant throws the dart. 
And takes a cruel pleafure in the fmart. 
Proud of the ravage that her beauties make. 
Delights in wounds, and kills for killing fake ; 
Afferting the dominion of her eyes. 
As heroes fight for glory, not for prize. 

The Ikilful Mufe's earlieft care has been 
The praife of never-fading Mazarine ; 
. The Poet J and his theme, in fpite of Time, 
For ever young, enjoy an endlefs prime. 

• Lady Catherine Darnlcy, Duchcfs of Buckingham* 

f Lady Gowcr. 

X Monfieur St. Evremont. 

With 
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With charms fo numerous Myra does furprize. 
The lover knows not by which dart he dies ; 
' So thick the volley^ and the wound fo Aire, 
No flight can fave, no remedy can cure. 

Yet * dawning in her infency of light, 
O fee ! another Brudenel heavenly bright. 
Bom to fulfil the glories of her line, 
And fix Love's empire in that race divine. 

Fain would my Mufe to Cecil J bend her fight. 
But turns aftonilhM from the dazzling light. 
Nor dares attempt to climb the fteepy flight. 

O Kneller ! like thy pidlures were my fong, 
Clear like thy paint, and like thy pencil ftrong ; 
Thefe matchlefs Beauties ihould recorded be. 
Immortal in my verfe, as in thy Gallery §. 



• Lady Molyneux. 

I Lady Ranelagh. 

§ The Gallery of Bciutien in Htropton-Court, drawn 
by Sir Godfrey Kneller. 
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TO THE 

COUNTESS OF NEWBOURG, 

INSISTING EARNESTLY TO BE TOLD WHO I 
MEANT BY MYRA. 

"innriTH Myra's Charms, and my extreme defpair, 

^ ^ Long had my Mufe amaz'd the reader's car^ 
My friends, with Pity, heard the moumful founds 
And all enquired from whence the fatal wound ; 
Th' aftoniOi'd world beheld an endlefs flame. 
Ne'er to be qaench'd, unknowing whence it came: 
So fcaiter'd fire from fcorch'd VeAivios flies. 
Unknown the fource from whence thofe flames arife : 
Egyptian Nile fo fpreads its waters round, 
O'erflowing far and near, its head unfound. 

Myra herfelf, touch'd with the moving fong. 
Would needs be told to whom thofe plaints belong ; 
My timorous tongue not daring to confefs. 
Trembling to name, would fain have had her guefs ; 
Impatient of excufe, fhe urges ftill, 
Perfifts in her demand, ihe muft, fhe will ; 
If filent, I am threatened with her hate ; 
If I obey — Ah I what may be my fate ? 
Uncertain to conceal, or to unfold. 
She fmiles— the goddefs fmiles— and I grow bold. 

My vows to Myra, all were meant to thee. 
The praife, the love, the matchlefs conflancy. 

'Twas 
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'Twas thus of old, when all th' immortal dames 

Were grac'd by poets, each with fcveral names ; 

For Venus, Cytherea was invok'd ; 

Altars for Faflfacs, td Tfitonia finok*d. 

Sttthr Aames were theirs ; and thoa the moil divine. 

Moil lov'd of heav'fiiy beautits — Myra's thine. 



TO M y R A. 

I. 

Q O calm, atid (b ferene, but now, 

^ What means this change on Myra's brow ? 

Her anguiOi love now glows and burns 

Then chills and fhakes, and the cold fit returns. 

II. 
Mock'd with deluding looks and fmiles. 

When on her pity I depend. 
My airy hope ihe foon beguiles. 
And laaghsf tO fee my torments never end. 

III. 

So up the ileepy hill, with pain. 
The weighty ftone is roll'd in vain. 
Which having touch'd the top, recoils. 
And leaves the lab'rer to renew his toils* 



TO 
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TO M Y R A. 

T O ST in a labyrinth of doubts and joys, 

•■— ' Whom now her fmiles revived, her fcom deftroys: 

She will, and (he will not, (he grants, denies, 

Confents, retradis, advances, and then flies. 

Approving, and rejecting in a breath. 

Now profF'ring mercy, now prefenting- death. 

Thus hoping, thus defpairing, ncrer fare. 

How various are the torments I endure I 

Cruel eftate of Doubt ! Ah, Myra, try 

Once to refolve-f— or let me live, or die. 



TO MYRA. 

I. 

npHOUGHTFUL nights, and reftlefs waking, 

-*" Oh, the pains that we endure I 
Broken faith, unkind forfaking, 
Ever doubting, never fure. 
II. 
Hopes deceiving, vain endeavours. 

What a race has love to run ! 
Falfe protefting, fleeting favours, 
Ev'ry, ev'ry way undone. 

III. StUI 
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III. 
Still complainmg, and defending. 

Both to love, yet not agree ; 
Fears tormenting, Paflion rending. 

Oh ! the Pangs of jealoufy ! 

IV. 
From fach painful ways of living. 

Ah ! how fweet could love be free ! 
Still prefenting, ftill receiving. 

Fierce^ immortal ecftafy. 



SONG TO MYRA. 

XT7HY fhould a heart fo tender, break ? 

^^ O Myra I give its anguifli eafe ; 
The ufe of beauty you miftake. 
Not meant to vex, but pleafe. 

Thofe lips for fmiling were defign'd ; 

That bofom to be preft ; 
Your eyes to languifh, and look kind ;* 

For amorous arms, your waift. 

Each thing has its appointed right, 

Eftablilh'd by the Pow'rs above. 
The fun to give us warmth, and light, 

Myra to kindle love. 

Vot. XXXVIII. F TO 
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TO M Y R A, 

CINCE truth and conttahcy arc vain^ 
^ Since neither love nor fenfe of pain. 
Nor force of reafon can perfuade. 
Then let example be obeyed. 

In courts and cities, could you fee 
How well the wanton fools agree ; 
Were all the curtains drawn, you'd find 
Not one, perhaps, but who is kind, 

Minerva, naked from above. 
With Venus, and the wife of Jove, 

Expofing ev'ry Beauty bare, 

Defcending to the Trojan heir ; 

Yet this was ihe whom poets name 

Goddefs of chaftity and fame. 
Penelope, her lord away. 

Gave am'rous audiences all day ; 

Now round the bowl the fuitors fit. 

With wine, provoking mirth and wit^ 

Then down they take the (lubbom bow. 

Their ftrcngth, it feems, (he needs muft kndw 

Thus twenty chearful winters paft. 

She's yet immortaliz'd for chafte. 
Smile Myra, then, reward my flahie. 

And be as much fecure of fame ; 

By all thofc matchlefs beauties fir'd. 

By my own matchlefs love infpir'd ; 
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So vnll I ling, fach wonders write. 
That when th' aftoiiifh'd world (hall cite 
A nymph of^potlefs worth and fame, 
Myra fhall be th' immortal name. 



SONG TO MYRA. 

PO R S AK E N of my kindly ftars, 
-■• Within this melancholy grove 
I wafle my days and nights in tears, 

A vidlim to ingrateful love. 
The happy ftill untimely end. 

Death flies from grief, or why fhoold I 
So many hours in forrow fpend, 

Wifhing, alas ! in vain to die ? 

Ye powers, take pity of my pain. 
This, only this is my defire ; 

Ah ! take from Myra her difdain. 
Or let me with this flgh expire. 



TO MYRA. 

I. 

HEN wilt thou break, my ftubbom heart h 



w 



O death ! how flow to take my part ! 
Whatever I purfue, denies. 
Death, death it&lf,^ like Myra, fliesr 

F z II. Love 



te LANSDOWN£*S POEMSi 

II. 
Love and defpair, like twins, pofleft 
At the fame fatal birth my hreaft ; 
No hope could be, her fcom was all 
That to my deiHn'd lot could falL 

Tir. 

I thought, alas! that love could dwell 
But in warm climes, where no fnow fell; 
Like plants, that kindly heat require. 
To be maintain*d by confhint fire. 

IV. 

That without hope, *twQu'd die as foon, 
A little Kope — but I have none : 
On air the poor Camelions thrive, 
Deny'd e'en that, my love can live. 

V. 
As tougheft trees in ftorms are bred. 
And grow in fpite of winds, and fpread 
The more the tempeft tears and fhakes 
My love, the deeper root it takes. 

VI. 
Defpair, that aconite does prove. 
And certain death to others love ; 
That poifon, never yet withflood. 
Does nourifh mine, and turns to food. 



VIT. 
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VII. 
© ! for what crime is my torn heart 
Condemn'd to fuffer deathlefs fmart ? 
L.ike fad Prometheus, thus to lie 
In endlefs pain> and never die». 



PHYLLIS DRINKING, 

I. 

TTTIHILE Phyllis is drinking, love and wine in 

^ ^ alliance. 

With forces united, bid refiftlefs defiance. 
By the touch of her lips the wine fparkles higher. 
And her eyes, by her drinking, redouble their fire.. 

IL 

Her checks glow the brighter, recruiting their 

colour. 
As flowers by fprinkling revive with frelh odour ; 
Each dart dipt in wine, gives a wound beyond curing. 
And the liquor, like oil, makes the ilame more 

enduring. 

III. . 
Then Phyllis, begin, let our raptures abound. 
And a kifs, and a Glafs, be ftill going round, 
.Relieving each other, our pleafures are lafliiig, 
•And we never are doy'd,, yet are ever a tailing, 

F s TO 
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TO M y R A. 

I. 
"P R E P AR'D to raU, refolv'd to part, 
^ When I approach'd the perjur'd fair. 
What is it awes my timorous heart ? 
Why does my tongue forbear i 

IT, 
With the leaft glance, a little kind. 

Such wond'rous pow'r have Myra's charms. 
She calms my doubts, enflaves my mind. 

And all my rage difarms, 

III. 
Forgetfbljof her broken vows. 

When gazing on that form divine. 
Her injur 'd vaflal trembling bows. 

Nor dares her flave repine. 



THE ENCHANTMENT. 

IN IMITATION OF THEOCRITUS. 

f 

MIX, mix the Philters, quick— fbe flies, (he flies. 
Deaf to my call, regardlefs of my cries. 
Are vows fo vain ? could oaths fo feeble prove ? 
Ah ! with what eafe ihe breaks thofe chains of love ! 

Whom 
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^Whoin love with all his force had bound in vain, 
X^et charms compel, and magic rites regain. 
Begin, begin, the myftic fpels prepare. 
Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 
'Queen of the night, bright emprefs of the ftars. 
The friend of love, affiil a lover's cares ; 
And thou, infernal Hecate, be nigh. 
At whofe approach fierce wolves affrighted fly : 
Dark tombs difclofe their dead, and hollow cries 
Echo from under ground— -Arife, arife. 
Begin, begin, the myftic {pels prepare. 
Bring Myra back, my perj«r'd wanderer. 
As crackling in the fire this laurel lies, 
So, (bugling in love's flame, her Jover dies ; 
It burfts, and in a blaze of light expires. 
So may (he burn, but with more lafting fires. 
Begin, begin, the myftic fpells prepare, 
Bsing Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 
As the wax aielts, which to the flame I hold. 
So may (he melt, and never more grow cold. 
Tough iron will yield, and ftubborn marble run. 
And hardeft hearts by love are melted down. 
Begin, begin, the myftic fpels prepare. 
Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 
As with impetuous motion whirling round. 
This magic wheel ftill moves, yet keeps its ground. 
Ever returning, fo may ihe come back. 
And never more the appointed round forfake. 
Begin, begin, the myftic fpels prepare. 
Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 

F 4 Diana, 
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Diana, hail ! all hail ! moil: welcome thoa» 
To whom th* infernal king and judges bow ; 

thbu> whofe art the power of hell diikniu. 
Upon a faithlefs woman try thy charms. 

Hark! the dogs howl> (he comes, the goddefs comes^ 
Sound the loud trump, and beat our brazen drams. 
Begin, begin, the my (tic fpels prepare. 
Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 

1 Tow calm's the iky ! how undifturb'd the deep ! 
Nature is hulht, the very tempefts deep ; 

The drowfy winds breathe gently thro* the trees, 
And iilent on the beach, repofe the feas : 
Love only wakes ; the florm that tears my breaft 
For ever rages, and diftrads my reft : 
O love I f elentlefs love ! tyrant accurft. 
In defarts bred, by cruel tygers nurs'd! 
Begin, begin, the myftic fpels prepare. 
Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 
This Ribbon, that once bound her lovely waiftc, 
() that my arms might gird her there as faft ! 
Smiling fhe gave it, and I priz'd it more 
'J'han the rich zone the Idalian Goddefs worec 
7'his Ribbon, this lov'd rclia of the fair. 
So kift, and fo preferv'd — ^thus— thus I tear. 
O love I why doll thou thus delight to rend 
My foul with pain ? Ah ! why torment thy friend ? 
Begin, begin, the myftic fpels prepare. 
Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 
Thrice have I facrific'd, and proftrate thrice 
Ador'd : affift, ye powers, the facrifice. 

Whoe'er 
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Whoe'er he is whom now the fair beguiles 
With guilty glances, and with perjur'd fmiles. 
Malignant vapours blall his impious head, 
Ye lightnings fcorch him, thunder ftrike him dead; 
Horror of confcience all his (lumbers break, 
Diftrad his rell, as love keeps me awake ; 
If married, may his wife an Helen be. 
And curs'd, and fcorn'd, like Menelaus, he. 
Begin, begin, the myftic fpells prepare. 
Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 
Thefe powerful drops, thrice on the threfliold pour. 
And bathe with this enchanted juice, her door. 
That door where no admittance now is found. 
But where my foul is ever hovering round. 
Hade, and obey ; and binding be the fpell : 
Here ends my charm ; O Love ! fucceed it well : 
By force of magic, ftop the flying Fair, 
Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 
Thou 'rt now alone, and painful is refbaint, 
Eafe thy preft heart, and give thy forrows vent ; 
Whence fprang, and how began thefe griefe, declare-; 
How much thy love, how cruel thy defpair. 
Ye moon and ftars, by whofe aufpicious light 
I haunt thefe groves, and wafte the tedious night ! 
Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart. 
Its killing anguifh, and its fecret fmart. 
Too late for hope, for my repofe too foon 
I faw, and lov'd: Her heart engag'd, was gone ; 
A happier man poflefs'd whom T adore ; 
O ! I ftiould ne'er have fecn, or feen before. 

Tell, 
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Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart> 
Its killing anguifhy and its fecrct fmart. 
What (hall I do? Shall I in filence bear, 
Deftroy myfclf, or kill the raviihcr? 
Die, wretched lover, 4^e ; but O ! beware. 
Hurt not the man who is belov'd by her ; 
Wait for a better hour, and tni& thy fate. 
Thou feek'ft her love, beget not then her hate. 
Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart. 
Its killing anguiih, and its fecret fmart. 
Wy life confuming with eternal grief. 
From herbs, and fpells, I feek a vain relief; 
To every wife magician I repair 
In vain, for flill I love, and I dcfpair. 
Circe, Medea, and the Sybils' books. 
Contain not half th' enchantment of her looks. 
Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart, 
Its killing aogoiih, and its fecret fmart. 
As melted gold preferves its weight the fame. 
So burnt my love, nor wafted in the flame. 
And now, unable to fupport the ftrife, 
A glimmering hope recills departing life : 
My rival dying, I no longer grieve, 
Since I may afk, and (he with honour give. 
Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart. 
Its killing anguifli, and its fecret fmart. 
Witnefs, ye hours, with what unwearied care. 
From place to place I ftill purfu'd the Fair ; 
Nor was occafion to reveal my flame. 
Slow to my fuccour, for it kindly came. 

It 
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It came, it came, that raoijaept of delight, 
O Gods ! mi how I trembled at the fight ! 
TeJl, for you know |h(B barthen of my heart* 
Its killing angHifliy ^n4 its fecret fmart. 
Difmay'd, and motionUfs, confusM, amaz'd» 
Trembling I flood, and terrify'd I gaz'd ; 
My faultering tongue in va}n for utterance try'd. 
Faint was my voice, my thoughts abortive dy'd. 
Or iji weak ibunds, aad broken accents came. 
Imperfect, as difcourfes in a dream. 

Tel], for you know the burthen of my heart* 
Its kiiUjig anguifh, and its fecret fmart. 
Soon (he divki'd what this confi^iion meant, 
Avd gl»ef$'d with eafe thie caufe of my complaint. 
My tongue emboldening as her looks were mild, 
A^ length I tidd my griefs— ^and ftill fhe fmil'd, 
O fyren ! fyren ! fair dcluder, fay. 
Why would you tempt to trail, and then betray? 
So faithlefs now, why gave you hopes before ? 
Alas ! you Aiould hav€ been lefs kind, or more, 
TelU Cor you know th/e burthen of my heart, 
Its killing angui(h, and its fecret fmart. 
Secure pf innocence, T foek to know 
From whence this change, and my misfortunes grow« 
Rumour is loud, and every voice proclaims 
Her violated faith, and confcious flames : 
Can this be true? Ah ! flattering mifchief fpeak; 
Could you make vows, and in a moment break? 
And can the fpace fo very narrow be 
Betwixt a woman's oath, and perjury ? 

Ojca- 
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Jealoufy ! all other ills at firft 

My love eflayM» but thoa art fore tiie worft. 

TdU for yon know the burthen of my heart*. 

Its killing angoifh, and its fecret fmart. 
Ungrateful Myra! urge me thus no more. 
Nor thmk me tame, that once fo long I bore ; 
If paffion» dire revenge, or black defpair* 
Should once prevail beyond what man can bear» 
Who knows what I ? Ah ! feeble rage, and vain ! 
With how fecure a brow (he mocks my pain : 
Thy hearty fond lover, does thy threats belie, 
Canfl thou hurt her, for whom thou yet wouldft die ? 
Nor durll (he thus thy juft refentment brave. 
But that (he knows how much thy (bul 's her (lave. 

But fee I Aurora rifing with the fun, 
Diilblves my charm, and frees th' enchanted moon; 
My fpells no longer bind at fight of day. 
And young Endymion calls his love away: 
Love 's the reward of all, on earth, in heaven. 
And for a plague to me alone was given : 
But ills not to be fhunn'd, we muft endure. 
Death, and a broken heart 's a ready cure. 
Cynthia, farewel, go reft thy wearied light, 

1 muft for ever wake— We '11 meet again at night. 



THE 



I n ] 



THE VISION. 

TN lonely walks, diflrafted by defpair, 
-*• Shunning mankind, and torn with kiUing care. 
My eyes o'erflowing, and my frantic mind 
Rack'd with wild thoughts, fwelling with iighs the 

wind; 
Through paths untrodden^ day and night I rove. 
Mourning the fate of my fuccefsleis love. 
Who moil deiire to live, untimely fall, 
iBut when we beg to die, death flies our call ; 
Adonis dies, and torn is the lov'd breaft 
'In midft of joy, where Venus wont to reft ; 
That fate, which cruel feem*d to him, would be 
Pity, relief, and happinefs to me. 
When will my forrows end? In vain, in vain 
I call to heaven, and tell the Gods my pain ; 
The Gods averfe, like Myra, to my prayer, 
Confent to doom, whom fhe denies to ipare. 
Why do I feek for foreign aids, when I 
Bear ready by my fide the power to die ? 
Be keen, my fword, and ferve thy mafter well, 
HeJ wounds with wounds, and love with death repel. 
JStraight up I rofe, and to my aking breaft. 
My bofom bare, the ready point I preft ; 
When lo ! aftonifh'd, an unufual light 
Pierc'd the thick (hade, and all around grew bright; 
My dazzled eyes a radiant form behold. 

Splendid 
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Splendid with light, like beams of burning gold; 
Eternal rays his ihining temples grace ; 
Eternal yooth'ikt blo6ming on his hcc» 
Trembling I liflen, proftrate on the groond. 
His breath perfumes. the grove» and mufic's in ikt 
(bond •. 

Ccafe, lover, ceaie, thy tendei* heart to vcr. 
In frttitlefs plaints of an ongrateful Sex. 
In Fate's eternal volsmes it is writ. 
That women ever (hall be foes to wit» 
With proper arts their fickly minds command^ 
And pleafe 'em with die things they anderftand ; 
With4ioiry fopperies their hearts affaU, 
Renounce all fenfe ; how (hould thy fongs prevail^ 
When I, the God of Wit, fo oft could &il i 
Remember me, and in my ftory find 
How vainly merit pleads to womankind : 
I, by whoih all things ihine, who tune the fpheres. 
Create the dfty, and gild the night with flars ; 
Whofe youth and beauty, from all ages paft. 
Sprang with the world, and with the world (hall laft. 
How oft with fruitlefs tears have I implor'd 
Ungrateful nymphs, and though a God, ador'd? 
When could my wit, my beauty, or my youth. 
Move a hard heart? or, mov'd, fecure its trutl**? 

Here a proud nymph, with painful ileps I chacc. 
The winds out-flying in our nimble race ; 

• Apollo. 

Stay, 



1 
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Suy, Daphne, ftay.— In vain, in vain I try 
To ftop her fpeed, redoubling at my cry. 
O'er craggy rocks, and rugged hills fhe climbs> 
And tears on pointed flints her tender limbs : 
*Till caught at length, jull as my arms I fold* 
Turn'd to a tree (he yet efcapes my hold. 
In my next love, a difF'rent fate I find. 
Ah ! which is worfe, the falfe, or the unkind? 
Forgetting Daphne, I Coronis f chofe, 
A kinder nymph— too kind for my repofe : 
The joys I give, but more provoke her breaft. 
She keeps a private drudge to quench the reft ; 
How, and with whom, the very birds proclain* 
Her black pollution, and reveal my ihame. 
Hard lot of beauty 1 fatally beftowM, 
Or given to the falfe, or to the proud ; 
By different ways they bring us equal pain. 
The fdlk betray us, and the proud diidain. 
Scorn*d and abus'd, from mortal loves I fly. 
To feek more truth in my own native flcy. 
Venus, the faireft of immortal loves, 
Bright as my beams, and gentle as her doves. 
With glowing eyes, confefling warm defires. 
She fummons heaven and earth to quench her flres« 
Me (he excludes ; and I in vain adore. 
Who neither God nor man refus'd before j 

t A nymph beloved by Apollo, but at the fame time 
had a private intrigue with one Ifchis, which was dif- 
covered by a crow, 

Vulcan, 
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Vulcan, the very monfler of the flues, 
Vulcan (he takes, the God of Wit denies. 
. Then ceafe to murmur at thy Myra*s pride, 
Whimfy, not Reafon, is the female guide : 
The fate, of which their mafter does complain. 
Is of bad omen to th' infpired train. 
What vows have fail'd ? Hark how Catullus monnis, 
How Ovid weeps, and flighted Gall us burns ; 
In melting drains fee gentle Waller bleed, 
Unmov'd fhe heard, what none unmov'd can read. 
And thou, who oft with fuch ambitious choice. 
Haft raised to Myra thy afpiring voice. 
What profit thy neglefted zeal repays ? 
Ah what return ? Ungrateful to thy praife ? 

Change, change thy ftyle, with mortal rage return 
Unjuft difdain, and pride oppofe to fcom ; 
Search all the fccrets of the fair and young. 
And then proclaim, foon (hall they bribe thy tongue; 
The (harp detraftor with fuccefs alTails, 
Sure to be gentle to the man that rails ; 
Women, like cowards, tame to the fevcre. 
Are only fierce when they difcover fear. 

Thus fpakc the God ; and upward mounts in air, 
la juft refentment of his paft defpair. 
Provok'd to vengeance, to my aid I call 
The furies round, and dip my pen in gall : 
Not one Ihall 'fcape of all the cozening Sex, 
Vex'd Ihall they be, who fo delight to vex. 
In vain I try, in vain to vengeance move 
My gentle Mufe, fo us'd to tender love j 

Such 
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Such magic rules my heart, whatever I write 
Turns all to foft com plain t» and amorous flight. 
Begone, fond thoughts, begone, be bold, faid I, 
Satire *s thy theme — In vain again I try. 
So charming Myra to each fenfe appears. 
My foul adores, my rage diflblves in tears. 

So the gall'd lion, fmarting with his wound. 
Threatens his foes, and makes the forefl found. 
With his ftrong teeth he bites the bloody dart. 
And tears his fide with more provoking fmart, 
TiH having fpent his voice in fruitlefs cries. 
He lays him down, bresiks his proud heart, and dies. 
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IT ERE end my chains, and thraldom ceafe, 
* '* If not in joy, I '11 live at Jeaft in peace ; 
Since for the pleafores of an hour. 
We muft endure an age of pain, 
1*11 be this abjeft tlung no more. 
Love, give me back my heart again* 

Defpair tormented firft my breaft. 

Now falfehood, a more cruel guefl ; 

O ! for the peace of humankind. 
Make women longer true, or fooner kind ; 

With jttftice, or with mercy reign, 
O Love! or give me back my heart again. 

Vol. XXXVIIL G LOVE. 
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TO love, is to be doom'd on earth to feel 
What .ifler death the tortur'd meet in hell: 
The vulture dipping in Prometheus' fide 
His bloody beak, with his torn liver dy'd> 
Is Love: The ftone that labours up the hill. 
Mocking the labourer's toil, returning ftill. 
Is Love . Thofe ftreams where Tantalus is curft 
To fit, and never drink, with endlefs third: 
Thofe loaden boughs that with their burthen bend 
To court his tafte, and yet efcape his hand. 
All this is Love, that to diflembled joys 
Invites vain men, with real grief deftroys. 



MEDITATION ON DEATH. 

I. 
T7N0UGH, enough, my foul, of worldly noife, 
-*-^ Of aery pomps,, and fleeting joys ; 
What does this bufy world provide at befl. 

But brittle goods that break like glafs. 
But poifon'd fvveets, a troubled fcaft. 
And pleafures like the winds, that in a moment pafs ? 
Thy thoughts to nobler meditations give. 
And ftudy how to die, not how to live. 

11. How 
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11. 
How frail is beauty ? Ah ! how vain, 

And how (hort-liv'd thofe glories are. 
That vex our nights and days with pain. 

And break our hearts with care ! 
In duft we no diftindlion fee, 
Such Helen is, fuch, Myra, thou mud be. 

III. 
How fliort is life ? why will vain courtiers toil,. 
And croud a vainer monarch, for a fmile ? 
What is that monarch, but a mortal man. 
His crown a pageant, and his life a fpan ? 
With all his guards and his dominions, he 
MvlSL iickcn too, and die as well as we. 

IV. 
Thofe boafted names of Conquerors and Kings 
Are fwallow'd, and become forgotten things : 
One deftin'd period men in common have. 
The great, the bafe, the coward, and the brave. 
All food alike for worms, companions in the grave. 
The prince and parafite together lie. 
Mo fortune can exalt, but death will climb as high*. 
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The noify Culvcrin c'crcbarg'd, lets fly. 
And burfl unHiming in tlie rendr^d fky : 
Such frantic flij^hts are !ike a madman's dream. 
And natcrc fuir?rs in ih-j wild extreme. 

Tlie captive Ca.-ib'i! wcigh'd down with chains. 
Yet braves his foes, reviles, provokes, difdains. 
Of nature fierce, untameablc, ard proud. 
He grins defiance at the ga^sipg croud. 
And fluent at lafl, and ([ fchlefs as he lies. 
With Ir^ks ftlll threatning, mocks their rage, and 

dies. 
This is the utmoft ftretch that Natm-e can> 
And all beyond is fulfome, falfe, and vain. 

Beauty's the theme ; fome nymph divinely fair 
Excites the Mufc : let truth be even there : 
As painters flatter, fo may poets too. 
But to refem!)iP.nce mull be ever true. 
{5) " The * day that fhe was born, the Cyprian 
Queen 

*' Had like t' have dy'd thro' envy and thro' fpleen; 

*' The Graces in a hurry left the (kies 

*' To have the honour to attend her eyes ; 

*' And love, defpairing in her heart a place, 

*• Would needs take up his lodging in her face.'* 
Tho' wrote by great Come ill e, fuch lines as thefe, 
Such civil ncnfenfe fure could never pleafe. 
Waller, the beft of all th' inf, ir'd train, 
To melt the fair, inftrudls the dying fwain. 

• Corneillc. 

{6) The 
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(6) The • Roman wit, who impioufly divides 
His hero, and his gods to different fidjs, 

I would condemn, but that, in fpight of fenfe 
Th' admiring world iHU Hands in his defence. 
How oft, alas I the beft of men in vain 
Contend for bleffings which the worfl obtain ! 
The Gods, permitting traitors to fuccccd. 
Become not parties in an impious deed : 
And by the tyrant's murder, v/c may find 
That Cato and the Gods were of a mind. 

Thus forcing truth with fuch pre poll *rous praife^ 
Our characters we Icflcn, when we*d raife : 
Like caftles built by magic art in air. 
That vanifli at approach, fuch thoughts appear ; 
But rais'd on truth, by fame judicious hand. 
As on a rock they ihall for ages iland. 

(7) Our King f return*d, and banifli'd peace 
reftor'd. 

The Mufe ran mad to fee her exil'd Lord ; 
On the crack'd ftage the bedlam heroes roar'd. 
And fcarce could fpeak one reafonable word ; 
Dryden himfelf, to pleafe a frantic age. 
Was forc'd to let his judgment floop to rage. 
To a wild audience he conform'd his voice, 
Comply'd to cuftom, but not err'd by choice : 
Deem then the peoples, not the writer's fm, 
Almanfor's rage, and rants of Maximin ; 
That fury fpent in each elaborate piece. 
He vies for fame with ancient Rome and Greece. 

* jLucan. f King Charles II. 

G 4 Firft 
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Firft* Mulgrave rofe^ Rofcommon next, like light> 
To clear our darknefs> and to guide onr flight ; 
With fteady judgment^ and in lofty ibunds. 
They gave us patterns » and they fet us bounds ; 
The Stagirite and Horace laid aiide, 
Jnform'd by them, we need no foreign guide: 
Who feek from poetry a lafHng name. 
May in their leiTons learn the road to fame : 
But let the bold adventurer be fure 
That every line the teft of truth endure ; 
On this foundation may the febric rife. 
Firm and unfhaken, till it touch the fkies. 

From pulpits banifh'd, from the court, from love, 
Forfaken Truth feeks (belter in the grovd ; 
Cherifb, ye Mufes ! the negledted fair. 
And take into your train th' abandon'd wanderer* 

• Earl of Mulgrave's Eflay upon Poetry j and Lvd 
Rofcommon^s upon tianflated Verie. 
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EXPLANATORY ANNOTATIONS^ 

ON THE 

FOREGOING POEM. 

{ I ) 'T'HE Poetic world is nothing but fidion ; Par. 
•*• naflus» Prgafus, and the Mufes, pure ima- 
gination and chimaera : but being however a fyftem 
univerfally agreed on, all that has or may be con- 
trived or invented upon this foundation, according 
to nature, ihall be reputed sls truth ; but whatfoever 
(hall diminiih from, or exceed the juft proportions of 
nature, (hall be rejeded as falfe, and pafy for extra- 
vagance ; as dwarfs and giants, for monfters. 

(2) When Homer,, mentioning Achilles, terms 
him a lion, this is a metaphor,, and the meaning is 
obvious and true, though the literal fenfe be falfe, 
the poet intending thereby to give his reader fome 
idea of the ftrength and fortitude of his hero. H; 
he faid, that wolf, or that bear, this had been falf( 
^y prefenting an image not conformable to the na* 
ture and charadler of a hero, &c« 

(3) Hyperboles arc of diverfc forts, and the man- 
ner of mtroducing them is different : fome are as it 

wer« 
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were naturalized and eilabliflied by a cuflomary 
way of expreffion ; as when we fay, fuch a one's as 
fwift as the wind, whiter than fnow, or the Hke, 
Homer fpcaking of Nereus, calls him beauty itfelf. 
Martial of Zr.ilus, Lewdnefs itfelf. Such hypcN 
boles lye indeed, but deceive us net ; and therefore 
Seneca terms them lyes that readily conduft our 
imagination to truths, and have an intelligible figni- 
fication, though the expreffion be ftniined beyond 
credibility. Cullom has likewife familiarized another 
way for hyperboles, for example, by irony ; as 
when we fay of fome infamous woman,, ihe's a civil 
perfon, where the meaning is to be taken quite op- 
pofite to the latter. Thefe few figures are men_ 
tioned only for example fake ; it will be underHood 
that all others are to be ufed with the like care and 
difcretion. 

(4.) I needed not to have travelled fo far for an 
extravagant flight ; I remember one of Britiih 
growth of the like nature : 

See thofe dead bodies hence convey'd with care. 
Life may perhaps return — with change of air. . 

But I choofe rather to correal gently, by foreign 
examples, hoping th:it fuch as are confcious of the 
like exccffes will take the hint, and fecretly reprove 
themfelves. It may be poiTible for feme tempers to 
maintain rage and indignation to the laft gafp ; but 

the 
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the foul and body orxc parted, there mull neceffarily 
be a determination of aftlon. 

^oricunqtie oJlemUs miki Jic incredulus odi, 

I cjnnot forbear quoting on this occafion, as an 
example for the prcfent purpofc, two noble lines of 
Jafpcr Main's, in the ccllvdlion of the Oxford Verfes 
printed *.n t]»e year 1643, upon the death of my 
grandfather Sir Bevil Gr.inville, fiain in the heat of 
aftion at the b.tttlr of Landfdowne. The poet, after 
having dcfcribcd thv- fight, the foldiers animated by 
the example of their leader, and enraged at his deaths 
thus concludes : 

Thus he being flain, his aSion fought anew. 
And the dead conquered, whilll the living flew. 

This is agrccc-ible to truth, and within the compafs 
of nature : it is thus only that the dead can adl. 

(^) Le jour quelle naquit, Venus hien qu* immortelle^ 
Penfa mourir de bonte, en la <voyant Ji belle ^ 
Les graces a I'cii'vi de/cendtrent des cieux 
Pour avoir rhcncur d^ accompagner Jes yeux^ 
Et V amour, qui ne put entrer dans Jon courage ^ 
Foulut ohjlincmcnt U^er fur fon 'vijage^ 

This is a lover's dcfcription of his miftrefs, by the 
great Comeille ; civil, to be fure, and polite as any 
thing can be. Let any body turn over Waller, and 
he will fee how much more naturally and delicately 
the Englifti author treats the article of love, than 

this 
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this celebrated Frenchman. I would not» however,, 
be thought by any derogatory quotation to take 
from the merit of a writer whofe reputation is fo 
univerfally and fo juflly eftablifhed in all nations; 
but a$ I faid before, I rather choofe, where any 
failings are to be found, to corre6t my own country- 
men by foreign examples, dian to provoke them by 
inflances drawn from their own writings. Hummsumt 
eft err are. I cannot forbear one quotation more 
from another celebrated French author. It is an 
epigram upon a monument for Francis I. King of 
France, by way of queftion and anfwer>. which is; 
Engli(h is verbatim thus :. 

Under this- marble,, who lies buried here?. 
Francis the Great, a king beyond compare.. 
Why has fo great, a king fo fmall a ftone ? 
Of that great king here 's but the heart alone. 
Then of this conqueror here lies but part ? 
No— here he lies ail.-^for he was all iear^^ 

The author was a Gafcon,. to whom I- can propcrljn 
oppofe nobody fo well as a Welchman, for which 
purpofe I am farther furnifhed from the foremen- 
tibned coUedion of Oxford Verfes, with an epigram. 
by Martin Lluellin upon the fame fubjed,. which I 
remember to have heard often repeated to me when 
I was a boy. Befides, from whence can we draw 

better. 
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"Abetter examples than from the very feat and nurfery 
of fhe Mufcs? 

Thus flain, thy valiant • anceJftor did lie. 
When his one bark a navy did defy ; 
When now encompafs'd round, he viftor ftood^ 
And bath'<d his pinnace in his conquering blood. 
Till all the purple current dry*d and fpent. 
He fell, jind made the waves his monument. 
Where (hall the next fam'd Granville's afhes (land ? 
Thy grandfife's fills the fea, and thine the land. 

J cannot fay the two laft lines, in which iconfifts the 
fling or point of the epigram> are (Iridly conform* 
able to the rule herein fet down: the word ajhes^ 
metaphorically, can fignify nothing h\it /amei which 
is mere found, and can fill no fpace either of land 
or fea : The Welchman, however, mud be allowed 
to have out- done the Gafcon, The fallacy of the 
French epigram appears at firft fight ; but the Eng- 
li(h flrikcs the fancy, fufpends and dazzles the judg- 
ment, and may perhaps be allowed to pafs under the 
fhclter of thole daring hyperboles, which by pre- 
fenting an obvious meaning, make their way, ac- 
cording to Seneca, through the incredible to true. 

• SirRichard Granville, Vice- Admiral of England, in 
4lie reign of Q^een Eheabcth, maintained a Hght with hit 
finglc fliip againll the whole Armada of Spain, confilliug 
of fifty- three of ihcir bell men of war. 

(6) FiMx 
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(6) FiSlrix caufa Deis placutty fed 'oiQa Catoni, 

The confer.! of fo many ages having eftablifhed the 
reputation cf this line, it may perhaps be prcfump- 
tlon to attack it ; but it is not to be fuppofed that 
Cato, who is defcribed to have been a man of rigid 
morals and ftrift devotion, more refembling the 
Gods than men, would have chofen any party in 
oppofition to thofe Gods, whom he profefFed to 
adore. The poet would give us to underftand, that 
his hero was too righteous a perfon to accompany 
the Divinities themfelves in an unjufl caufe ; but to 
reprcfent a mortal man to be either wifer or jufter than 
the Deity, may ihew the impiety of the writer, but 
add nothing to the merit of the hero ; neither Rea- 
fon nor Religion will allow it, and it is impoffible 
for a corrupt being to be more excellent than a 
divine : Succefs implies permiffion, and not appro- 
bation ; to place the Gods ahvays on the thriving 
fide, is to make them partakers of all fuccefsful 
wickednefs : To judge right, we muft wait for the 
conclufion of the a6lion ; the cataftrophe will beft 
decide on which fide is Providence, and the violent 
death of Caefar acquits the Gods from being com- 
panions of his ufurpation. 

Lucan was a determined republican ; no wonder 
he was a free-thinker, 

(7) Mr. 
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(7) Mr. Dryden, in one of his prologues^ has 
thefe two lines : 

He 's bound to pleafe, not to write well, and knows 
There is a mode in plays, as well as clothes. 

From whence it is plain where he has eJcpofed him- 
Iclf to the critics ; he was forced to follow the fa- 
ihion to humour an audience, and not to pleafe him- 
ielf. A hard facrifice to make for prefent fubfift- 
cnce, efpecially for fuch as would have their writings 
live as well as themfelves. Nor can the poet whofe 
labours are his daily bread, be delivered from this 
cruel neceffity, unlefs fome more certain encourage- 
ment can be provided than the bare uncertain profits 
of a third day, and the theatre be put under fome 
more impartial management than the jurifdidion of 
players. Who write to live, mull unavoidably com- 
ply with their tafte by whofe approbation they fub- 
fift ; folne generous Prince, or Prime Minifter like 
Richlieu, can only find a remedy. In his Epiftle 
Dedicatory to the Spanilh Friar, this incomparable 
poet thus cenfures/himfelf : 

" I remember fome verfes of my own, Maximin 
" and Almanzor, which cry vengeance upon me for 
•* their extravagance, &c. All I can fay for thofe 
•* paiTagcs, which are I hope not many, is, that I 
** knew they were bad enough to pleafe, even when 
•* I wrote them ; but I repent of them among my 

*' fins: 
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•* fins : And if any of their fellows intrude by 
** chance into my prcfent writings, I draw a ftrokc 
*• over thofe Dalilahs of the theatre, and am re- 
*' folved I will fettle myfelf no reputation by the 
** applaufe of fools : *Tis not that I am mortified to 
** all ambition, bat I fcom as much to take it from 
*< half-witted judges, as I fhould to raife an efbite 
«< by cheating of bubbles: Neither do I difcoiD-» 
*« mend the lofty ftyle in Tragedy, which is pom- 
•* pous and magnificent ; but nothing is truly fo- 
f * blime, that is not juft and proper.'* 

This may Hand as an unanfwerable apology fijr 
Air. Dryden, againft his critics ; and likewife fi)r 
an unqueftionable authority to confirm thofe prin- 
ciples which the foregoing Poem pretends to lay 
down, for nothing can be juft and proper but what 
is built upon truths 
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EPIGRAMS AND CHARACTERS, ice. 

rSCRIPTION FOR A FIGURE RSPRBSENTINO 
THE god" of love. ' 

TTTHOE'ER thou art, thy lord and maftcr fee, 
^ Thott waft my Have, thou art, or thou (halt 
be. 

DEFINITION or LOVE* 

LOVE is begot by fancy, bred 
By ignorance, by expedlation fed, 
Deftroy'd by knowledge, and at befl. 
Loft in the moment 'tis pofTefs'd. 

WOMEN. 

Women to cards may be compared; we play 
round or two, when us'd we throw away^ 
ke a firefh pack ; nor is it worth our grieving, 
ho cuts or fhufHes with our dirty leaving. 

THE RELIEF. 

Of two Reliefs to eafe a love-fick mind, 
ivia prefcribes defpair ; I urge, be kind : 
ivia, be- kind, the remedy's as fure, 
is the moft pleafant, and the quickeft-^ure. 

i^OL. XXXVIII. H SENT 
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^SMT TO CLARINDA WITH A N0VBI»1NTX' 

LES MALHEURS D£ l'aMOUR. 

Haste to Clarinda, and reveal 
Whatever pains poor lovers feel ; 
When that is done, then tell the fair 
That I endure much more for her : 
Who'd truly know love's pow'cr or fmart. 
Mull view her eyes, and read my heart. 

WRITTEN IN HER PRAYER-BOOK. 

In vain, Clarinda, night and day 
For pity to the gods you pray ; 
What arrogance on Heav'n to call 
For that which you deny to all ! 

SONG 

TO TTfl -SAME. 

Jn vain a thoufand ilaves have try'd 
To overcome Clarinda' s pride : 

Pity pleading. 

Love perfuading. 
When her icy heart is thaw'd, 
^Honour chides, and ilraight ihc's.aw'd. 
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Foolifli creature. 

Follow Nature, 
Wafte not thus your prime ; 

Youth's a treafure, • 

Love's SL pleafure. 
Both deftroy'd by time. 

ON THE SAMB. 

Clarinda, with a haughty grace,, 
In fcomful poftures fets her face. 
And looks as fhe were born alone 
To give us love, and take from none^ 
Tho' I adore to that degree, 
Clarinda, I would die for thee, 
If you're too proud to eafe my pain>. 
I am too proud for your diidain. 

H B R NAME. 

Guess, and TU frankly own her name 
^ofe eyes have kindled fuch a flame ; 
he Spartan or the Cyprian Queen 
ad ne'er been fung, had fhe been ieen* 
%) fct the very gods at war, 
ere but faint images of her. 
•licve me, for by Heav'ns 'tis true ]. 
he Sun in all his ample view 
ts nothing half ib fair or bright, 
H even his own refleded light, 
t fweet a face ! fuch graceful mien !' 
ho€anthisbe?«-'Ti8HowAiiD— orBALLBNDFrr.. 
Ha CLE OR A. 
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C L E O R A. 

/^ L £ O R A has her wi(h, (he weds a peer, 
^^ Her weighty train two pages fcarce can bear; 
Periia, and both the Indies mud provide. 
To grace her pomp, and gratify her pride ; 
Of rich brocade a ihining robe (he wears. 
And gems furround her lovely neck, like ftars; 
Drawn by fix greys, of the proud Belgian kind, 
With a long train of livery beaux behind. 
She charms the park, and fets all hearts on fire^ 
The lady's envy, and the mens defire. 
Beholding thus, O happy as a queen ! 
We cry ; but fhift the gaudy flattering fcene ; 
View her at home, in her domefHc light ; 
For thither (he muft come, at lead at night ; 
What has (he there ? A furly ill-bred lord. 
Who chides, and fnaps her up at every word ; 
A biytal fot, who while (he holds his head. 
With drunken filth bedawbs the nuptial bed ; 
Sick to the heart, (he breathes the naufeous fume 
Of odious (leams, that poifon all the room ; 
Weeping all night the trembling creature lies. 
And counts the tedious hours when (he may rife : 
But moft (he fears, left waking (he (hould find. 
To make amends, the monfter would be kind; 
Thofe matchlefs beauties, worthy of a god, 
Muft bear, tho* muchaverfe, the loathfomcload : 

What 
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^hat then may be the chance that next enfues ? 
>ome vile difeafe, frefti reeking from the ftews ; 
r^he fecret venom circling in her veins, 
^orks thro' her fkin, and burfts in bloating ftains ; 
Jer cheeks their frefhnefs lofe, and wonted grace> 
Vnd an unufal palenefs fpreads her face ; 
icr eyes grow dim, and her corrupted breath 
t'ainting her gums, infedls her iv'ry teeth ! 
^f (harp nodlurnal anguifh (he complains, 
\nd, guiltlefs of the caufe, relates her pains. 
The confcious hufband, whom like fymptoms feize^ 
I^harges on her the guilt of their difeafe ; 
Affedting fury adts a madman's part, 
^e*ll rip the fetal fecret from her heart ;, 
Bids her confefs, calls her ten thoufand names r 
[n vain ihe kneels, fhe weeps, protefls, exclaims ; 
Scarce with her life (he 'fcapes, expos'd to (hame» 
[n body tortur'd, murdcr'd in her fame, 
lots with a vile adulterefs's name, 
Abandon'd by her friends, without defence, 
And happy only in her innocence. 

Such is the vengeance the juft Gods provide 
For thofc who barter liberty for pride, 
iVho impioufly invoke the powers above 
To witnefs to falfc vows of mutual love. 
Fhoufands of poor Cleora's may be found, 
Such hufbands, and fuch wretched wives abound* ' 

Ye guardian Powers I the arbiters of blifs,. 
Preierve Clarinda from a fate like this ; 
ifott fbrm'd her fair, not any grace deny'd. 
But gave, alas! a fpark too much of pride. 

H 3 "SAfctTa, 
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Refora that failing, and proted her fd\l ; 
O fare her from the curfe of choofing ill ! 
Deem it net envy, or a jealous care. 
That moves thefe wifiies, or provokes this prayer; 
ThoDgh worTe than death I dread to iee thofe charas 
Allotted to fome happier mortal's arms. 
Tormenting thought ! yet codd I bear that paiiH 
Or any ill, but hearing her complain ; 
Intent on her, my love forgets his own. 
Nor frames one wi(h, bat ibr her fake alone ^ 
Mlioae'er die Gods have de^n'd to prefer. 
They cannot make me wretched, blefling ker^ 
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TMPATIENT with dcfire, at Utt 
-*- I ventured to lay forms a£de ; 
'Twas I w^s modefl, not (he chafte> 
Cloe, fo gently prcfs'd, comply'd^ 

With idle awe, an amorous fool, 

I gaz'd upon her eyes with fear ; 
Say, Love, how came your flave fo dall> 

To read no better there ? 

Thus to ourfelvcs the greateft foes. 
Although the nymph be well inclined ; 

for want of courage to propofe. 
By our own folly ike 's unkind. 

MRS. CLA- 
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MRS. CLAVERING*, 
SINGING. 

IT7 H E N we behold her angel face ; 

^^ Or when fhe fmgs with heavenly grace^ 

!n what we hear, or what we fee, 

lo ravifhing *s the harmony. 
The melting foul in rapture loft. 
Knows not which charm enchants It moft. 

Sounds that made hills and rocks rejoice, 
Amphion's late, the S}Ten's voice. 
Wonders with pain received for true. 
At once find credit, and renew ; 

No charms like Clavering's voice farprize. 
Except the magic of her eyc$. 



SONG. 

^T'HE happieft mortals once were we, 
^ I lov'd Myra, Myra me ; 

Each defirous of the blefling. 

Nothing wanting but poffefling ; 
I lov'd Myra, Myra me. 
The happieft mortals once were we. 

• Afterward!^ Lady Cowper. 

H 4. £ui 
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But iince cruel fates diflever. 
Torn from love, and torn for cyer> 

Tortures end me. 

Death befriend me ; 
Of all pains, the greateft pain. 
Is to love, and love in vain. 



THE WILD BOAR'S DEFENCE. 

A BOAR who had enjoy 'd a happy reign 
^^ For many a year, and fed on many a man, 
Call'd to account, foftening his favage eyes, 
Thus fuppliant, pleads his caufe before he dies. 

For what am I condemn'd ? My crime 's no more 
To eat a man, than yours to eat a boar: 
We feek not you, but take what chance provides, 
Nature, and mere neceffity our guides. 
You murder us in fport, then difti us up 
For drunken feafts, a relifh for the cup : 
We lengthen not our meals ; but you mull feafl, 
Gorge till your bellies burfl— pray who's the beaft.f 
With your humanity you keep a fufs. 
But are in truth worft brutes than ali of us : 
We prey not oh our kind, but you, dear brother;^ 
Moft beallly of all b^afls, devour each other: 

King« 
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Kings wony kings, neighbour with neighbour ftrives. 
Fathers and Tons, friends^ brothers, hufbands, wives. 
By fraud or force, by poifon, fword, or gun, 
Deftroy each other, every mother's fon. 



FOR LIBERALITY. 

^HOUGH fafe thou think'ft thy treafure lies, 
•*• Hidden in chefts from human eyes, 
A fire may come, and it may be 
Bury'd, my friend, as far from thee. 
Thy veffel that yon ocean ftems. 
Loaded with golden dufl, and gems, 
Purchas'd with fo much pains and coH, 
Yet in a tempeft may be loft. 
Pimps, whores, and bawds, a thanklefs crew» 
Priefts, pick-pockets, and lawyers too. 
All help by fevcral ways to drain, 
'J hanking themfelves for what they gain: 
The liberal are fecure alone. 
For what we frankly give, for ever is our owa. 



CORINNA* 
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C O R I N N A. 

/^ORINNA, in the bloom of youth 
^^ Was coy to every lover, 
Rcgardlefs of the tendered truth. 
No foft complaint could move her. 

Mankbd was hers, all at her feet 

Lay proilrate and adoring ; 
The witty, handfome, rich, and great. 

In vain alike imploring. 

But now grown old, ihe wonld repair 
Her lofs of time, and pleafure; 

With willing eyes, and wanton air. 
Inviting every gazer. 

But love 's a fummer flower, that dies 
With the firft weather's changing. 

The lover, like the fwallow, flies 
From fun to fun, flill ranging. 

Myra, let this example move 
Your fooliih heart to reafon ; 

Youth is the proper time for love. 
And age is virtue's feafon. 



C L OE. 
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T? RIGHT as the day, and like the morning, fair, 
■*-' Such Cloe is— and common as the air. 



A RECEIPT FOR VAPOURS. 

XlfTH Y pines my dear ? To Fulviahis young bride, 

^ Who weeping fat, thus aged Cornus cry'd, 
Alas ! faid (he, fuch vifions break my reft. 
The llrangeft thoughts ! I think I am pofleft : 
•My fymptoms I have told to men of ikill. 
And if I would — they fay— I might be well. 

Take their advice, faid he, my poor dear wife, 
I'll buy at any rate thy precious life. 
-Blufhing, Ihe would excufc, but all in vain, 
A Dodcr mull be fetch'd to eafe h6r pain. 
Hardprefs'd, ihe yields: From White's, or Will'sj^, 

or Tom's, 
No matter which, he 's fummon'd, and he comes. 
The careful hufband, with a kind embrace 
£ntrcats his care: then bows, and quits the place: 
For little ailments oft attend the Fair, 
Not decent for a hufband's eye, or ear. 
Something the dame would fay : The ready Knight 
Prevents her fpcech— Here 's that fliall fet you right, 

Madam^ 
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Madam, faid he— with that the doors made clc^e^ 

He gives delicioafly the healing dofe. 

Alas ! (he cries : ah me ! O cniel cure ! 

Did ever woman yet like me endure ? 

The work perform'd, up rifing gay and lights 

Old Cornus is call'd in to fee the fight ; 

A fprightly red vermilions all her face. 

And her eyes languifh with nnufual grace : 

With tears of joy frefti guihing from his eyes, 

O wond'roos power of art! old Cornus cries; 

Amazing change ! afh>nifhing fuccefs ! 

Thrice happy I ! What a brave Dodor 's this ! 

Maids> wives, and widows, with fuch whims opprefl. 

May thus find certain esSc.'-^Probatum tft. 



ON AN ILL-FAVOURED LORD. 

'T^HAT Macro's looks are good, let no man doubt, 
-■- Which I, his friend and fervant— thus make out* 
In every line of his perfidious face. 
The fecret malice of his heart we trace ; 
So fair the warning, and fo plainly writ, 
Let none condemn the light that fhows a pit. 
Codes, whofe face finds credit for his heart. 
Who can efcape fo fmooth a villain's art ? 
Adorn'd with every grace that can perfuade. 
Seeing we trufi, though fure to be betray'd ; 

Hi» 
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His looks are fnares : But Macro's, cry Beware, 
Believe not, though ten thoufand oaths he fwear ; 
If thou *rt deceiv'd, obferving well this rule. 
Not Macro is the knave, but thou the fool. 
In this one point, he and his looks agree, 
As they betray their mailer— >fo did he« 
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/^ L O E 's the wonder of her fex, 
^^ 'Tis well her heart is tender. 
How might fuch killing eyes perplex. 
With virtue to defend her ? 

But Nature gracioufly inclin'd 
With liberal hand to pleafe us. 

Has to her boundlcfs beauty join'd 
A boundlefs bent to eafe us. 



ON THE SAME. 

I F injur'd fame, and mighty wrongs received, 
Clce complains, and wond'roufly 's aggrieved: 
That free, and lavifli of a beauteous face. 
The fairell, and the fbuleft of her race ; 

She' 
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She 's inine> or thine» and flrolling up and dowUi. 
Sucks in more filth, than any fink in town, 
I not deny : This I have faid, 'tis true ; 
Wliat wrong ! to give fo bright a nymph her due. 



C O R I N N A. 

QO weir Corinna likes the joy, 

^ She vows (he '11 never more be coy,. 

She drinks eternal draughts of pleafure ; 
Eternal draughts do not fuffice, 
O ! give me, give me more, ihe cries,. 

*Tis all too little, little meafure. 

Thus wifely (he makes up for time 
Mifpent, while youth was in its prime :. 
So travellers who wafte the day. 
Careful and cautious of their way, 
Noting at length the fetting fun. 
They mend their pace as night comes on,. 
Double their fpeed to reach their inn. 
And whip and fpur through thick and thin.. 



CLOE PERFUMING HERSELF. 



B 



ELIEVE me, Cloe, thofe perfumes that coft 
Such fums to fweeten thee, is treafure loft ; 
Not all Arabia would fufficient be, 
I'hou fmeirft not of thy fweets, they ftink of thee. 

BELINDA. 
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BELINDA. 

♦ 

TJ ELIND A*s pride *s an arrant cheat 
-*-^ A fooliih artifice to blind ; 
Some honeft glance that fcoms deceit 
Docs ftill reveal her native mind. 

'V^ith look demure, and fbrc'd difdain. 

She idly adts the faint ; 
"We fee through this difguife as plain 

As we dilHngaifh p^nt. 

So have I feen grave fools de(ign» 
With formal looks to pafs for wife ; 

But nature is a light will fhine. 
And break through all difguife. 



IMPROMPTU. 

MfRITTEN UNDER A PICTURE OF THE C0UN« 
TESS OF SANDWICH, DRAWN IN MAn'^ 
HABIT. 

"^nCTHEN Sandwich in her fex's garb wc fee, 

^ ^ The Queen of Beauty then (he feems to be : 
Kow fair Adonis in this male difguife. 
Or little Cupid with his mother's eyes. 
No flylc of empire changed by this remove. 
Who feem'd the Goddcis, iecms the God of Love. 

T O 
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TO MT FBIIHD 

MR. JOHN DRYDEN, 

ON HIS SEVERAL EXCELLENT TRANSL ATIORS 
OF THE ANCIENT POETS. 

A S flowers traniplanted firom z ibathern fky, 
■**- But hardly bear, or in the rai&ng die. 
Milling their native fan, at beft retain 
But a faint odour> and furvive with pain : 
Thus ancient wit, in modem numbers taught* 
Wanting the warmth with which its author wrote* 
Is a dead image, and a fenfelefs draught. 
While we transfufe the nimble fpirit flies, 
Efcapes unfeen, evaporates* and dies. 
Who then to copy Roman wit defire, 
Muft imitate with Roman force and fire. 
In elegance of ftyle, and phrafe the fame. 
And in the fparkling genius, and the flame ; 
V^hence we conclude from thy tranflated fong. 
So juft, fo fmooth, Co foft, and yet fo ftrong ; 
Celeftial Poet ! Soul of harmony ! 
That every genius was reviv'd in thee. 
Thy trumpet founds, the dead are rais*d to light. 
Never to die, and take to heaven their flight ; 
Deck'd in thy verfe, as clad with rays they fhine. 
All glorify'd, immortal, and divine. 

As 
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A MORNING HYMN. m 

As Britain in rich foil, abounding wide> 
Purnifh'd for ufe, for luxury, and pride. 
Vet (preads her wanton fails on every fhore 
For foreign wealth, infatiate ftill of more ; 
To her own wool the filks of Afia joins ; 
And to her plenteous harvefts, Indian mines : 
So Dryden, not contented with the fame 
Of his own works, though an immortal name. 
To lands remote, fends forth his learned Mufe, 
The nobleft feeds of foreign wit to choofe ; 
Feailing our fenfe fo many various ways. 
Say, is 't thy bounty, or thy thirft of praife ? 
That by comparing others, all might fee;, 
VQio moft excell'd, are yet excell'd by thee. 



A MORNING HYMN 

TO THE DUCHESS OF HAMILTON. 

A WAKE, bright Hamilton, arife, 
^^ Goddefs of Love, and of the day ; 
Awake, difclofe thy radiant eyes. 

And ihew the fun a brighter ray. 
Phcebus in vain calls forth the blufliing mom> 
He but creates the day which you adorn. 

Vol. XXXVIII. I The 
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The lark, that wont with warbUng throat 

Early to falate the ikies» 
Or fleeps, or elfe fufpendt his note, 
Difclaiming day till you ariie. 

Goddefs awake, thy beams difplay, 
Reftore the univerfc to light. 
When Hamilton appears, then dawns the day ; 
And when (he difappears, begins the night. 

Lovers, who watchful vigils keep, 
(For lovers never, never deep) 
Wait for the rifing of the Fair, 
To ofier fongs and hymns of prayer; 

Like Perfians to the fan. 
Even life, and death, and fate are there: 

For in the rolls of ancient deftiny, 

Th' inevitable book, 'twas noted down. 
The dying fhould revive, the living die. 
As Hamilton fhall fmile, as Hamilton (hall frown ! 

CHORUS. 

Awake bright Hamilton, arife, 

Goddefs of love, and of the day. 
Awake, difclofe thy radiant eyes. 
And ihew the fun a brighter ray, 
Phoebus in vain calls forth the bluihing mom. 
He but creates the day, which you adorn. 



DRINK- 



DRINKING SONG TO SLEEP. 

/^ RE AT God of Sleep, fincc it muft be, 

^^ That we mad give feme hours to thcc^ 

Invade me not while the free bowl 

Glows in my cheeks, and warms my foul ; 

That be my only tin\e to fnore. 

When I can laugh, and drink no more ; 

Short, very fhort be then thy reign. 

For I 'm in hafte to laugh and drink again. 

But O ! if melting in my arms. 
In fbme foft dream, with all her charms. 
The nymph belov'd fhould then furprizc^ 
And grant what waking /he denies ; 
Then, gentle Slumber, pr'ythee day. 
Slowly, ah ! flowly bring the day. 
Let no rude noife my blifs deftroy. 
Such fweet delufion 's real joy. 



Written undir mrs. harb's kamb, wpok a 
drinking gla38. 

**^HE Gods of Wine, and Wit, and Love prepare, 
"^ With chearful bowls to celebrate the Fair: 
-ove is enjoin'd to name his favourite toad, 
^nd Hare *s the Goddefs that delights him moft; 
^hcebus approves, and bids the trumpet found, 
And Bacchus in a bumper fends it round. 

I 2 UNDER 
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UNDER THE DUCHESS OP BOLTOM's. 

T OVE's keeneft darts are radiant Bolton's care, 
•*-' Which the bright Goddefs poiibns with defpair: 
The God of Wine the dire effed forcfees. 
And fend4 the juice that gives the lover eafe« 



UNDER THE LADY HARPER'^ NAME. 

'T^ O Harper, fprighdy, young, and gay, 
•*- Sweet as the rofy mom in May, 
Fill to the brim, I '11 drink it up 
To the laft drop, were poifon in the cup. 



VN.DER T«E LADY MARY VILLIERS* NAME. 

IF I not love you, Villiers, more 
Than ever mortal lov'd before. 
With fuch a paffion fixt and fure. 
As even pofleffion could not cure. 
Never to ceafe but with my breath ; 
May th^n this bumper be my death. 



CUPID 
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CUPID DISARMED* 

TO THB PRINCESS D*AUVERGNB. 

CUPID, delighting to be near her, 
Charm'd to behold her, charm'd to hear her^ 
As he flood gazing on her face. 
Enchanted with each matchlefs grace» 
Loft in the trance, he drops the dart. 
Which never fails to reach the heart: 
She feizes it, and arms her hand, 
*' 'Tis thus I Love himfelf command; 
•• Now tremble, cruel boy, ihe faid, 
•• For all the mifchief you have made.** 

The God, recovering his furprize> 
Trufts to his wings, away he flies. 
Swift as an arrow cuts the wind. 
And leaves his whole artillery behind. 
Princefs, reftore the boy his ufelefs darts. 
With furer charms you captivate our hearts ; 
Love's captives oft their liberty regain. 
Death only can releafe us from your chain. 



I 5 BXPLI-i^ 
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EXPLICATION IK FRENCB. 

CUPIDON DESAR M.i 

FABLE V'OUR MADAME LA PRINCESSE 
d'a U V E R G N E. 

/^UPIDON prenant plafir de fe traavtr tc^qom 
^^ aupres d*clle ; charmc de. la voir, charmc de 
4 'entendre : Conwne il admiroit' un jour fes graces 
inimitables, dans cette diftradtion de fon ame & de 
fes fens, ill laifTa tomber ce dard fatal qui ne manque 
jamis de percer les cceurs. £lle le ramafTe foudain, 
^& s'armant la belle main. 

'' C'eft ainfi, dit elle, que je me rend maitreffc 
*' de ramour, tremblez, enfant malin, je veux 
** vanger tous les maux que tu as fait.'* 

Le Dieu c tonne, revenant de fa furprize, fe fiant 
a fes ailes, s'echappe, & s'envok vite comme une 
fleche qui fend Pair, & lui lailfe la poifeflion de touic 
fon artillerie. 

PrincefTe rendez lui fes armes qui vous font inutiles* 
La nature vous a donnee des charmes plus puifFants: 
Les captives de Tamour fouvent recouvrent la liberte; 
11 n'y a que la mort feule qui puiffe aiFranchir les 
votr^s^ 

BACCHUS 
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BACCHUS DISARMS D. 

I MRS. LAURA DILLON, NOW LADY FALK-* 
LAND. 

> ACCHUS to arms, the enemy *s at hand, 
•^ Laura appears ; ftand to your glafles, (land, 
he God of Love, the God of Wine defies, 
:hold him in full march, in Laura's eyes : 
icchus to arms, and to refifl: the dart, 
ich with a faithful brimmer guard his heart. 
y, fiacchus, fly, there 's treafon in the cup, 
>r Love comes pouring in with every drop ; 
feel him in my heart, my blood, my brain, 
y, Bacchus, fly, refinance is in vain, 
r craving quarter, crown a friendly bowl 
Laura's health, and give up all thy fouL 



THYRSIS AND DELIA. 
SONG IN DIALOGUE. 

THYRSIS. 

Tr\ £ L I A, how long mull I defpair, 
•■^ And tax you with difdain j 
Still to my tender love fevere, 
Untouch'd when I complain ? 

I 4 DBLlAt 
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DELIA. 

When men of equal merit love us. 
And do with equal ardor fue, 

Thyrfis, you know but one muft move U5, 
Can I be yours and Strephon's too? 

My eyes view both with mighty pleafore* 
Impartial to your high defert. 

To both alike, efteem I meafure. 
To one alone can give my heart. 

THYRSIS. 

Myfterious guide of inclination. 

Tell me, tyrant, why am I 
With equal merit, equal paffion. 

Thus the vi£lim chofen to die ? 
Why am I 

The vidlim chofen to die ? 

DELIA. 

On Fate alone depends fuccefs. 
And Fancy, Reafon over-rules. 

Or why fhould virtue ever mifs 
Reward, fo often given to fools ? 

'Tis not the valiant, nor the witty. 
But who alone is born to pleafe j 

Love does predeftinate our pity. 
We choofe but whom he firfl decrees. 



A LATIN 
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A LATIN INSCRIPTIONT 

ON A MEDAL POR LEWIS XIV, OF PRANCE. 

"PROXIMUS & fimilis regnas, Ludovice, tonand, 
-*" Vim fummam, fumma cum pietate, geris, 
Magnus es expanfis alis, fed maximus armis, 

Protegis hinc Anglos, Tcutones inde feris. 
Quin coeant toto Titania foedera Rheno, 

iUa aquilam tantum, Gallia fulmen habet. 



ENGLISHED, AND APPLIED TO QUEEN ANN£« 

'^ EXT to the Thunderer let Anna ftand, 
•^^ In piety fupreme, as in command ; 
Fam'd for vidorious arms and generous aid. 
Young Auftria's refuge, and fierce Bourbon's dread. 
Titanian leagues in vain (hall brave the Rhine, 
When to the Eagle, you the thunder join. 



URGANDA'S 
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URGANDA*S PROPHECY. 

tPOXEN BY WAY OF EPILOGUB AT THE FIRST 
REPRESENTATION OF THE BRITISH EN* 
CHANTERS. 

pPOPHETIC fury rolls within my brcaft, 
^ And as at Delphos, when the foaming prieft 
Full of his God, proclaims the diftant doom 
Of kings unborn, and nations yet to come ; 
My labouring mind fo ftruggles to unfold '% 

On Britifli ground a future age of gold ; > 

But left incredulbus you hear — behold: 3 

ffiTi a Seem repnfenting tbi Que e n, and thefe*otril 
Triumphs of Her Majejly*! Reign. 

High on a throne appears the martial Queen, 
With grace fublime, and with imperial mien ; 
Surveying round her, with impartial eyes. 
Whom to protcd, or whom (he (hall chaftirc. 
Next to her fide, victorious Marlbro' ftands. 
Waiting, obfervant of her dread commands ; 
The Queen ordains, and like Alcides, he 
Obeys, and executes her high decree. 
In every line of her aufpicious face 
Soft mercy fmiles, adorn'd with every grace ; 
So angels look, and fo when heaven decrees. 
They fcourge the world to piety and peace. 

Empref« 



URGANDA^S PROPHECY, tss 

Emprefs and conqu'ror, hail ! thee Fates ordain 
0*er all the willing w(»>ld (ble arbitrefs to reign; 
To no one people are thy laws confin'd* 
Great Britain's Qaeen> but gnardian of mankind; 
Sure hope of all who dire oppreflion bear. 
For all th' opprefs'd become thy inflant care. 
Nations of conqueft proud, thou tam'ft to free. 
Denouncing war, prefenting liberty ; 
The vidlor to the vanquifh'd yields a prize. 
For .in thy triumph their redemption lies ; 
Freedom and peace, for ravifh'd fame you give. 
Invade to hiefs, and conquer to relieve. 
80 the fun fcorches> and revives by turns. 
Requiting with rich metals where he burns. 

Taught by this great example to be juft. 
Succeeding Kings fliall well fulfil their truft; 
Difcord, and war, and tyranny (hall ceafe. 
And jarring nations be compeU'd to peace ; 
Princes and ftates> like fubjeds fhall agree 
To truft her power, fafe in her piety. 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE BRITISH BNCHANTIRS. 

T) O E T S by obfervation find it true, 

^ *Tis harder much to pleafe themfelves than you; 

To weave a plot, to work and to refine 

A labour'd fcene ; to polifh every line 

Judgment 
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Judgment muft fweat, and feel a mother's pains: 
Vain fools ! thus to diflurb and rack their brains^ 
When more indulgent to the writer's eafe> 
You are too good to be fo hard to pleafe i 
No fuch convuliive pangs it will require 
To write the pretty things which you admire. 

Our author then> to pleafe you, in your way> 
Prefents you now a bajuble of a play ; 
In jingling rhyme, well fortify'd and ibong. 
He fights entrench'd o'er head and ears in ibng. 
If here and there fome evil-fated line. 
Should chance through inadvertency to ihine. 
Forgive him. Beaux, he means you no offence, ^ 
But begs you for the love of fong and dance. 
To pardon all the poetry and fenfe* 



ANOTHER EPILOGUE^ 

DESIGNED FOR THE SAME. 

"lyfT" I T once, like Beauty, without art or drefs, 
Naked, and unadorn'd, could find fuccefs. 
Till by fruition, novelty deftroy'd, 
The nymph muft find new charms to be enjoy'd. 
As by his equipage the man you prize. 
And ladies muft have gems befide their eyes : 



So 



OGUE TO BRITISH ENCHANTERS. 1%$ 
it too with plays ; in vain we write, 
lie mufic and the dance invite, 
iamlet clears the charges of the night, 
^ou but fix fome ftandard how to move. 
Id transform to any thing you love ; 
ur defire by our coft and pains, 
! expence, uncertain are the gains, 
igh we fetch from Italy and France 
peries of tune, and mode of dance, 
dy Britons fcorn to borrow fenfe : 
- to foreign faihions we fubmit, 
rry fop prefers his mother wit. 
wit this conftancy is ihown, 
er was that arrant changeling known, 
r another's fenfe would quit his own. 
luthor would excufe thefe youthful fcenes, 
n at his entrance in his teens : 
lildifh fancies may approve the toy, 
ke the Mufe the more for being a boy ; 
lies ihould be pleas'd, if not content, 
fo young a thing, not wholly impotent, 
ge-reformers too he would difarm, 
ity fo cold, in zeal fo warm ; 
.■refore to atone for ilage abufes, 
in the church-indulgence for the Mufes, 
es his thirds— to charitable ufes. 



\ 
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PROLOGUE 
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PROLOGUE 

TO MR. BEVIL HIGGOn's EXCELLENT TRA- 
GEDY, CALLED, THE GENEROUS CONQUEROR. 

'^T^OUR comic writer is a common foe, 

-* None can intrigue in peace, or be a beau, 
Nor wanton wife, nor widow can be fpcd. 
Not even * RufTel can inter the dead. 
But ftraight this cenfor, in his whim of wit. 
Strips, and prefents you naked to the Pit. 
Thus critics fhould, like thefe, be branded foes, 
Who for the poifon only, fuck the rofe ; 
Snarling and carping, without wit or fenfe ; 
Impeach miftakes, o'erlooking excellence. 
As if to every fop it might belong, 
Like fenators to cenfure, right or wrong. 

But generous minds have more heroic views. 
And Love and Honour are the themes they choofe. 
f From yon bright heaven our author fetch'd his fire, 
And paints the paflions that your eyes infpire : 
Full of that flame, his tender fcenes he warms. 
And frames his Goddefs by your matchlefs charms. 

• RufTel, a famous undertaker for funerals; alluding 
to a Comedy written by Sir Richard Steele, entitled, The 
Funeral. 

t To the Ladies. 

E PI. 
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EPILOGUE 

TO TH£ JBW OP VBNICI. 

PP A C H in his turn, the Poet J, and the Prieft 5, 
•" Have view'd the ftage, but like falfe prophct$ 

guefsM, 
The man of zeal, in his religious rage. 
Would iilence poets, and reduce the ftage ; 
The poet, raflily to get clear, retorts 
On kings the fcandal, and befpatters courts* 
Both err: for without mincing, to be plain. 
The guilt *s your own of every odious fcene : 
The prefent time ftjll gives the ftage its mode> 
The vices that you praftife, we explode ; 
We hold the glafs> and but refledl your ihame. 
Like Spartans, by expofing, to reclaim. 
The fcribler, pinch'd with-hunger, writes to dine. 
And to your genius muft conform his line ; 
Not lewd by choice, but merely to fubmit: 
Would you encourage fenfe, fenfe would be writ. 
Good plays we try, which after the firft day, 
Unfeen we aft, and to bare benches play ; 

J Mr. Dryden*8 Prologue to the Pilgrim. 
§ Mr. Collier's View of the Stage. 

Plain 
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Plain fenfe, which pleas'd your fires an age ago. 

Is loft> without the garniture of {how : 

At vaft expence we labour to our ruin. 

And court your favour with our own undoing ; 

A war of profit mitigates the evil. 

But to be tax'd and beaten — is the devil. 

How was the fcene forlorn, and how defpis'd. 

When Timon, without mufic, moraliz'd ? 

Shakefpeare's fublime in vain entic'd the throng, 

Without the aid of Purcel's fyren fong. 

In the fame antique loom thefe fcenes were wrought, 
Embellii^'d with good morals, and juft thought; 
True Nature in her noblcft light you fee, ^ 

Ere yet debauched by modern gallantry, > 

To trifling jefls, and fulibme ribaldry. } 

What mfl: remains upon the ihining mafs. 
Antiquity mufl privilege to pafs. 
'Tis Shakefpeare's play, and if thefe fcenes mifcarry, 
Let Gormon • take the ftage— or Lady Mary f • 



• A famous prize-fighter. 

t A famous rope-dancer fo called. 



PRO. 
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PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

S H E-G A L L A N T S; 

O K, 

ONCE A LOVER AND ALWAYS A LOVER. 

A S quiet monarchs that on peaceful thrones, 
^^ In fports and revels long had reign'd like drones, 
■Rouzing at length, refleft with guilt and fhame. 
That not one ftroke had yet been given for fame ; 
Wars they denounce, and to redeem the paft. 
To bold attempts, and rugged labours hafte : 
Our poet fb, with like concern reviews 
The youthful follies of a love-fick Mufe ; 
To amorous toils, and to the filent grove. 
To beauty's fnares, and to deceitful love. 
He bids farewel ; his ihield' and lance prepares, 
And mounts the ftage, to bid immortal wars. 

Vice, like fome monfter, fufFVing none t*efcape. 
Has ieiz^d the town, and varies flill her fhape: 
Here, like fome General, (he ftruts in (late. 
While crowds in red and blue her orders wait ; 

V^L. XXXVIIL K There, 
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There, like fome penfive ftatefman treads demure, 
And fmiles and hugs, to make defbadion fure : 
Now unde • high commoies, wit^i looks ereft,. 
Barefac'd devours, in gaudy colours deckM ; 
Then in a vizard, to avoid grimace. 
Allows all freedom, but to iee the face. 
In pulpits and at bar ihe wears a gown. 
In camps a fv^erd, in palaces a crown. 
Refolv'd to combat with this motley beaft 
Our poet comes to ftrike on* ftroke at leaft. 

His glafs he means not for this jilt or beau. 
Some features of yeu all he means t^ (how. 
On chofen heads, nor lets the thunder fall. 
But fcatters his artillery— at all. 

Yet to the Fair he fain would quarter ihow. 
His tender heart recoils at every blow ; 
If unawares he gives too fmart a ftroke. 
He means but to corrcdl, and not provoke. 
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ODE 

ON TUB 

FBESENT CORRUPTION OF MANKIND^ 

INSCRIBED TO THB LORD FALKLAND* 
I. 

f^ FALKLAND! offspring of a generous race> 
^^ Renown'd for arms and arts, in war and peace, 
^7 kinfman, and my friend I From whence this corfe 
^ntail'd on man, ftiU to grow worfe and worfel: 
IL 

Each age induftriotts to invent new crimes^ 
Strives to outdo in guilt preceding times ; 
But now we 're fo improv'd in all that 's bad,. 
We fiiail leave nothing for our ions to add. 
HI. 

That idol, gold,^ poflefles every heart. 
To cheat, •defraud,^ and undermine, is art; 
Virtue is folly ; confcience ifi a jeft ; 
^ligion gainf or prieftcraft at the beiU 
IV. 

Priendihip *8 a cloak to hide fome treacherous end^ 
Your greateft foe, is your profefling friend ; 
"fie foul refign'd, unguarded, and fecure, 
'^he wound b deepeft, and the ftroke moil fure. 

K 2 V. JuilLLce 
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V. 

Juftice is bought and fold ; the BefiCh, the Bar 
Plead and decide ; but Gold *s th' interpreter. 
Pernicious metal ! thnce accurft be he 
Who found thee firft $ all evils fpring from thee. 

YI. 

Sires fell their fons, and fens their fires betray: 
And fenates vote, as armies fight, for pay ; 
The wife no longer is reftrain'd by (hame. 
But has the hufband's leave to play the game« 

VII. 
Difeas'd, decrepit, from the mixt embrace 
Succeeds, of fpurious mold, a puny race ; 
From fuch defenders what can Britain hope ? 
And wl^ere, O Liberty ! is now thy propf 

VIII. 
Not fuch the men who bent the ftubbom bowv 
And learnt in rugged fports to dare a foe : 
Not fuch the men who fiU'd with heaps of flaia 
Fam'd Agincourt and Creffy's bloody plain* 

IX. 

Haughty Britannia then, inur'd to toil. 
Spread far and near the terrors of her ifle; 
True to herfelf, and to the public weal. 
No Gallic gold could blunt the Britifh fleel. 

X. Not 
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X. 
Not much unlike, when thou in arms wer't feen. 
Eager for glory on th' embattled green. 
When Stanhope led thee through the heats of Spain ; 
To die in purple Almanara's plain. 

xr. 

The refcu'd Empire, and the Gaul fubdu'd^ 
In Anna's reign, our ancient fame renew'd : 
What Britons could, when juftly rous'd to war,. 
Let Blenheim fpeak, and witnefs Gibraltar. 



F O R T IT N E. 

EPIGRAM.. 

WHEN Fortune feems to fmile, *tis then T fear 
Some lurking ill, and hidden mifchief near: 
Us'd to her frowns, I ftand upon my guard. 
And arm'd in virtue, keep my foul prepar'd. 
Fickle and falfe to others fhe may be, 
I can complain, but of her conftancy, 

— 'Virtutem a me, 
Fortunam ex alii s 

K t G H A- 
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CHARACTER OF MR. WYCHERLEY •. 

fr\ F all oa^ modem wits, none fesms to me 
^"^ Once to have touch'd upon true comedy^ 
But hafly Shadwell, and flow Wycberley. 

Shadwell's 

* This cliaraAcr» however )uft in other particulars, yet 
is injurious in one ; Mr. Wycherley being reprefented 
as a laborious writer, which every man who has the leaft 
perfonai knowledge of him can contradift. 

Thofe indeed who form their judgment only from his 
writings, may be apt to- imagine fo inany^ admirable re* 
ilcftions, ftich diverfity of images and charaflers^ fuch 
i\v\6i enquiries into nature, fuch clofe obfervations on the 
feveral humours, manners, and affe^^ions of all ranks 
and degrees of men, and, as it were, fo true and fo pcr- 
fe£l a diiTe^ion of humankind^ delivered with £o mxich 
pointed wit and force of expreflion, co^ild be no other 
than the work of extraordinary diligence and applica» 
4ion : whereas others, who have the happinefs to be ac* 
quainted with the author, as well as his writings, are 
able to aflftrm thefe happy performances were due to his 
infinite genius and natural penetration. We owe the 
^leafure and advantage of having been fo well entertained 
and inftrufted by him to his facih'ty of doing it ; for, if 
I miftake him not extremely, had it been a trouble 
to him to write, he would have fpared himfelf that 
trouble. What he has performed would indeed have 
4)een difficult for another j but the club w^iich a man of 

ordinary 
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Shadw^irs unfini(h'd works do yet impart 
Qr«^t proofs of Nature's force, though none of Art ; 
K 4 But 

ordinary fize could not lift^ was but a wa)k|n|^.ftick for 
Hercules. 

Mr. Wychorley, in his writings, has been the (harpe^ 
fatirift of his time; bu^, in his nature, he has all the 
foftnefs of the tendereft difppfitions : in his writings he 
is fevere, bold, undertaking $ in his nature, gentlej 
oiodeft, inoffenfiye $ he makes ufe of his fatire as a man 
truly brave of his courage, only upon public occafions 
and for public gQp4« He compafllonates the wounds he 
is under a neceiTity to probe, or, like a good-natured 
conqueror, grieves at the occafions that provoke him to 
make fuch havock. 

There are who obje6l to his verfification ; but a diamond 
is not lefs a diamond for not being polifhcd. Verfifica- 
tion is in poetry what colouring is in painting, a beau- 
tiful ornament 5 but if the proportions are juft, the pofture 
true, the figure bold, and the refemblance according to 
nature, though the colours ihould happen to be rough, 
•r carelefsly laid on, yet may the piece be of ineftimable 
value i whereas the fincft and the niceft colouring art can 
invent, is but labour in vain, where the reft is wanting. 
Our prefent writers indeed, for the moft part, feem to lay 
the vhplc fire/s of their endeavours upon the harmony of 
words { but tlien, like eunuchs, they facrifice their man- 
hood for a voice, and reduce our poetry to be like echo, 
nothing but Ibund. 

In Mr. Wycheiley, every thing is mafculine; his 
Mufe is not led forth as to a review, but as to a battle ; 

nut 
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But Wycherley earns hard whatever he gains. 
He wants no judgment, and he fpares no pains, kc. 
Lord Rochefter's Poems, 

not adorned for parade, but execution ; he would be 
tried by the fharpne fs of his blade, and not by the finery} 
like your heroes of antiquity, he charges in iron, and 
feems to defpife all ornament but intrinfic merit; and 
like thofe heroes has therefore added another name to 
his own, and by the unanimous confent of his cotem- 
poraries, is diftinguiflied by the juft appellation of 
Manly Wycherley. 

LANSDOWNE. 



VERSES 



C >37 I 



ERSE 



EN IN A LEAF OF THE AUTHOR's P0EM8| 
PRESENTED TO THE QUEEN. 

S MUSE'S LAST DYING SONG. ' 



[USE expiring, who, with earlieft voices, 
lade kings and queens, and beauty's charn^ 

her choice ; 
a her death-bed, this lafl homage pays, 
en ! tcT thee : accept her dying lays, 
th' approachof death, the cygnet tries 
rble one note more — and finging dies, 
nighty Queen ! whofe powerful fmile alone 
ands fubjedion, and fecures the throne: 
iding parties, and plebeian rage, 
3 zzled loyalty for half an age: 
ering our hearts, you end the long djfpute, . 
ho have eyes, confefs you abfolute. 
>ry dodrines, even Whigs reiign, 
I your perfon own a right divine. 
IS fang the Mufe, in her laft moments fir'd 
ti Carolina's praife^—and then expir'd. 



WRiTTElf 
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WRITTEN IN A LEAF OF THE SAME POEMS| 
PRESENTED TO THE PRINCESS ROYAL. 

^nr7HEN we'd exalt fomc heavenly Fair, 
^ ^ To fomc bright Goddefs we compare: 
Minerva* wifdom; Juno, grace; 
And Venus fumifties the face : 
In royal Anne's bright fi^f m is ieen* 
What comprehends them all«— The Queen. 



"WRITTEN ON A WINDOW IN THE TOWER, WHERE 
£IR ROBERT WALPOLE HAD BEEN CONFINED. 

-/^ OOD uncxpefted, evil unforefeen, 
^^ Appear by turps, as Fortune ihifts the fcene: 
Some raisM aloft, come tumbling dowu amain, 
And fall fo hard, they bound and rife again. 



PELEUS 



iLEUS AND THETIS. 



A M A S Ct U E, 



SET TO MUSIC. 



I! 



THE ARGUMENT. 

IS, in love with Thetis, by the affiftance of Pro- 
is obtains her favour; but Jupiter interpofmg, 
leus in defpair confults Prometheus, famous for 
: Ikill in aftrology ; upon whofe prophecy, that 
; fon bom of Thetis ihould prove greater than 
> father, Jupiter defifts. The prophecy wa« 
:erwards verified in the birth of Achilles, the 
1 of Peleus. 



ERSONS IN THE MASQJJE. 

Jupiter. Prometheus. 
Peleus. Thetis. 



SCENE reprefents Mount Caucafus ; Promc- 
eus appears chain*d to a rock, a vulture gnaw- 
g his breail. Peleus enters, addrefling himfelf 

Prometheus. 



PELEUS AND THETIS^ 
A M A S d U E. 

SET TO MUSIC. 
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pONDEMN'D Oh Caucafus to Ue^ 
^^ Still tx> be during, not to die, 
iVith certain pain, uncertain of relief. 
True emblem of a wretched lover's gpief t 

To whofe infpediing eye 'tis given 
To view the planeury way. 
To penetrate eternal day. 

And to revolve the ftarry heaven. 

To thee, Prometheus, I complain. 

And bring a heart as full of pain. 

Prombthbus. 
From Jupiter fpring all ova woes, 

Thetis is Jove's, who once was thine : 
*Tis vain, O Peleus, to oppofe 
Thy torturer, and mine. 

Contented 
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Contented with dctptoK, 
Refign the Fair, 
Refign, refign, 
*X)r wretched man, prepatre 
Por change of torments, great as mine 

Pe L RU t. 

In change of torment would be eafe 
Could you divine what lovers bea 

£ven you» Prometheus, would confc 
There is' no vulture like defpair. 

Promethbus. 
Ceafe, cruel vulture, to devour, 

P E L £ u &• 
Ceafe, cruel Thetis^ to difdain. 

Thetis entering ^ they repeat ti 
Ceafe, cruel Vulture, to devour, 
Ceafe, crosel Thetis, to difdain. 

Thetis. 
Peleus, unjullly you complain. 

Prometheus and Pei 
Ceafe, cruel vulture, to devour, 
Ceafe, cruel Thetis, to difdain. 

Thetis, . 
Peleus, unjuflly you complain. 

The Gods, alas ! no refuge fir 
From ills refiftlefs Fates ordain : 

J ilill am true—and would be 
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P B L B U 8« 

To love and to languilh 

To figh and complain. 
How cruel 's the anguilh ! 
How tormenting the pain i 
Suing, 
Purfuingy 
Flying, 
Denying, 
O the curfe of difdain. 
How tormenting *s the pain !" 
To love, &c. 

T H R T I s. 
Accurfed Jealoufy ! 
Thou jaundice in the lover's eye. 
Through which all objedls falfe we (ee, 

Accurfed Jealoufy ! 
Thy rival, Peleus, rules the Iky, 

Yet I fo prize thy love, 
With Peleus I would choofe to die. 
Rather than reign with Jove. 

' Claf of Tbundsr ; Jupiter appears ; de/cending 

upon his Eagle, 
But fee, the mighty Thunderer 's here ; 

Tremble Peleus, tremble, fly ; 
The Thunderer ! the mighty Thunderer! 
Tremble, Peleus, tremble, fly. 

Vol. XXXVIII. L J full 
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A full Chorus of Voictt 4ind Infituments as Jupiter 

// defcHkding% j^ 

CHORUS. i 

But fee, the mighty Thtttiderer h hert ; 

Tremble Peleus, tfcthbte, fly ; 
The Thunderer 1 the mighty Thunderer! 

Tremble, Peleus, tremble^ fly. 

[JuPiTBR ifeiHg defcertdid. ] 



J u P I T h R» 
Prefumptuous flaV<ft> fivfel to JOte, 

How dar'ft thou, mortal, tKulJ defy 
A Goddefs with audacious love. 
And irritate a God with jcaloufy ? 
Prefumptuous mortal— hen6c— 
Tremble it omnipotence. 

P £ L & u s. 
Arm'd with lov«, and Thetis by> 
I fear no odds 
Of men or Godj, 
But Jove himfelf defy. 
Jovev lay thy thunder dowTi ; , 

Arm'd with lov«, and Thetis by. 
There is more terror in her frown. 
And fiercer light^nin^ in her eye : 
I fear no odds 
Of men or Gods, 
But Jove himfelf defy. 



Br 
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J U P I T B R. 

filing mc light'ning, give me thunder, 
Hafte, yc Cyclops, with your forked rods, 
This rebel Love braves all the gods. 

^ring roe lightening, give me thunder. 

[Peleus and Thetis, holding faft by one amtber. 

Jove may kill, but ne'er fhall funder. 

Jupiter. 
Bring me lightening, give me thunder. 

Peleus and Thetis. 
Jove may kill, but ne'er (hall funder. 

Thetis to Jupiter. 
Thy love ftill arm'd with fate. 
Is dreadful as thy hate : 
O might it prove to me, 
•So gentle Peleus were but free ; 
O might it prove to me 
As fatal as to lofl confuming Semele t 
Thy love ftill arm'd with fate. 
Is dreadful as thy hate. 

Prometheus to Jupiter. 
Son of Saturn, take advice 

From one whom thy fevere decree 
Has f4»niifli'd leiiure to grow wife : 

Thou rurft the Gods, but Fate rules thee. 

L 2 [thz 
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[the prophec y.] 
Whoe'er th* immortal maid compreffing. 
Shall tafte joy, and reap the blcffing. 
Thus th* unerring ftars advife : 
From that aufpicioas night an heir ihall riie> 
Paternal glories to efface 
The moft illuftrious of his race, 
Tho' fprang from him who rules the ikies. 

Jupiter [Jpart,] 
Shall then the fon of Saturn be undone. 
Like Saturn, by an impious fon ? 
Juftly th' impartial fates confpire. 
Dooming that fon to be the fire 

Of fuch another fon 
Confcious of ills that I have done. 
My fears to prudence fliall advife ; 
And guilt that made me great, fhall make mc wife. 

The fatal blcffing Irefign; 
Pelcus, take the maid divine : 

[Giving her to Peleus, 
Jove confenting ftie is thine ; 
The fatal bleffing I refign. [Joins their hands* 

P E L E u s. 
Heav'n had been loft, had I been Jove. 
There is no hcav'n, there is no heav'n but love. 



PlLIUS 
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Peleus and Thetis, together. 
There is no heav'n but love. 

No, no^ no. 
There is no heav'n but love. 

Jupiter to Prometheus. 

^nd thou, the ftars interpreter, 

'Tis juft 1 fet thee free. 
Who giv'ft me liberty : 
Arife, and be thy fclf a ftar. 

'Tis juft 1 fet thee free. 

Who giv*ft me liberty. 

The Vulture drops dead at the feet of Prometheus, 
bis chains fall offy and he is borne up to Heaven 
luitb Jupiter to a loud flour ijh of all the inftruments. 

[Peleus and Thetis run into each others arms. 

Peleus. 
Fly, fly to my arms, to my arms, 
Goddefs of immortal charms ! 
To my arms, to my arms, fly, fly, 
Goddefs of tranfporting joy ! 

But to gaze 

On thy face. 
Thy gentle hand thus prefling. 
Is heav'nly, heav'nly blefling. 

L 3 O ray 



f5« LANSDOWNE'S POEMSw 

O my foul ! 
Whither, whither art thou flying ? 
Loft in fweet tumultuous dying. 
Whither, whither art thou flyings 

O my foul ! 

Th IT I S. 

You tremble, Peleus— So do I— 

Ah ftay 1 and we'll together die. 

Immortal, and of race divine. 

My foul ftiall take its flight with thine : 

Life difl!blving in delight, 

Heaving breafts, and fwimming fight, 

Falt'ring fpeech, and gafping breath. 

Symptoms of delicous death. 

Life diffolving in delight. 

My foul is ready for the flight. 

O my foul. 
Whither, whither art thou flying ? 
Loft in f»veet tumultuous dying. 
Whither, whither art thou flying, 

O my foul I 

Peleus and Thetis, bath together repeat i 

O my Soul! 
Whither, whither art thou flying ? 
Loft in fweet tumultuous dying. 
Whither, whither art thou flying, 

O my foul 1 

Choi 
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RORVS of aU the voices and inflnunentsjtnging 
and dancing. 
When the ftorm is blown over. 

How bleft is the Swain, 
Who begins to difcover 

An end of his pain ! 
When the ftorm, &c. 



The mafk concludes witli variety of dances. 
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BRITISH ENCHANTERS: 
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NO MAGIC LIKE LOVE. 

A 

DRAMATIC POEM. 

WITH 

SCENES, MACHINES, MUSIC, 
AND DECORATIONS. 
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The French Opera is perfedt in the decorations, 
the dancing, and magnificence ; the Italian excels 
in the mufic and voices ; but the drama falls ihort in 
l>oth. 

An Englifh ftomach requires fomething folid and 
fubfbintial, and will rife hungry from a regale of 
nothing but fweet-meats. 

An Opera is a kind of ambigu : the table is finely 
illuminated, adorned with flowers and fruits, and 
every thing that the feafon affords fragrant or de- 
lightful to the eye or the odour ; but unlefs there is 
fbmethiiig too for the appetite, 'tis odds but the 
guefls break up difTatisfied. 

It is incumbent upon the poet alone to provide for 
that, in the choice of his fable, the conduft of his 
plot, the harmony of his numbers, the elevation of 
his fentiments, and the juftnefs of his charadlers. In 
this confifts the folid and the fubflantial. 

The nature of this entertainment requires the plot 
to be formed upon fome ftory in which enchanters 
and magicians have a principal part : in our modern 
heroic poems, they fupply the place of the Gods 
with the ancients, and make a much more natural 
appearance by being mortals, with the difference 
only of being endowed with fupernatural power. 

The charafters fhould be great and illuilrious ; the 
figure the after makes upon the flage, is one part of 
the ornament ; by confequence the fentiments muft 

be 
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promifcuoufly given to every farce fprinkled beie 
and there with a fong and a dance. 

The richeft lace, ridiculouily fet on, will make but 
« fool's coat. 

I will not take upon me to critidfe vAiMt has ap- 
peared of this kind on the Englifh ftage : we have 
feveral poems under the name of Dramatic Operas 
by the beft hands ; bat in my opinion die fubjeds for 
the moft part have been improperly chofen; Mr. 
Addifon's Rofamond, and Mr. Congreve's Semelc, 
though excellent in their kind, are rather mafques, 
than operas. 

As I cannot help being concemed for the honour 
of my country, even in the minuteft things, I am 
for endeavouring to out-do our neighbours in per- 
formances of all kinds. 

Thus, if the fplendor of the French opera, and the 
harmony of the Italian, were fo flcilfully interwoven 
with the charms of poetry, upon a regular dramatic 
bottom, as to inflrud, as well as delight, to improve 
the mind, as well as ravifli the fenfe, there can be 
no doubt but fuch an addition would entitle our 
Englifh opera to the preference of all others. The 
third part of the encouragement, of which we have 
been fo liberal to foreigners for a confort of mufic 
only, mif-caird an opera, would more than eifedl it. 

In the conftrudlion of the following Poem, the au- 
thor has endeavoured to fet an example to his rules ; 

precepts 
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precepts art beil; explained by examples ; an abler 
hand might have executed it better. However, it 
may ferve ibr a model to be improved upon, when 
we grow weary of fcenes of low life, and return to 
a talle of more generous pleafures. 

We are reproached by foreigners with fuch un- 
natural irregularities in our dramatic pieces, as are 
fiiocking to all other nations ; even a Swifs has played 
the critic upon us, without confidering they are as 
Kttlc approved by the judicious in our own. A 
ftranger who is ignorant of the language, and in- 
capable of judging of the fentimcnts, condemns by 
the eye, and concludes what he hears to be as ex- 
travagant as what he fees: When (Edipus breaks 
Iu8 neck out of a balcony, and Jocafla appears in 
her bed, murdering herfelf und her children, inftead 
of moving terror, or compaffion, fuch fpe6lacles 
only fill the fpedator with horror: No wonder if 
ftrangers are (hocked at fuch fights, and conclude 
«s a nation hardJy yet civilized, that can feem to 
delight in them. To remove this reproach, it is 
hiuch to be wifhed our fcenes were lefs bloody, and 
the fword and dagger more out of faihion. To 
oiake fome amends for this exdu£on, I would be 
ieis fevepe as to the rigour of fome other laws 
^naded by the mailers, though it is always advife- 
able to keep as clofe to them as poflible ; but refor- 
niations are not to be brought about all at once. 
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It may happen that the nature of certain fubjeds 
proper for moving the paffions, may require a Uttle 
more latitude* and then, without offence to the 
critics, fure there may be room for a faving in 
equity from the feverity of the common law of Par- 
naiTus, as well as of the King's Bench. To facrifice 
a principal beauty, upon which the fuccefs of the 
whole may depend, is being too ftridlly tied down ; 
in fuch a cafe, fummumjus may htjumma injuria, 

Corneille hirafelf complains of finding his genint 
often cramped by his own rules : " There is infinite 
*' difference (fays he) between fpeculation and 
•* praftice: Let the fevereft critic make the trials 
** he will be convinced by his own experience, that 
** upon certain occafions too ftrift an adherence to 
•* the letter of the law, Ihall exclude a bright op- 
*' portunity of fhining, or touching the paflions. 
** V/liere the breach is of little moment, or can be 
" contrived to be as it were, imperceptible in the re- 
'* prefentation, a gentle difpenfation m^ght be al- 
** lowed." To thofe little freedoms he attributes 
the fuccefs of his Cid: But the rigid legiilators of 
the Academy handled him fo roughly for it, that he 
never durll make the venture again, nor none who 
have followed him. Thus pinioned, the French 
Mufe mud always flutter, like a bird with the wings 
cut, incapable of a lofty flight. 

The dialogue of their tragedies is under the fame 
conftraint as the conflrudtion ; not a difcourfe, but 
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pat well fvbfift without the other: Every *iA tm^ 

eludes with fome undcpe^ed reTolation : And in ^ 
end, vice is pan)^ed, virtue rewarded, and the 

moral is kidrudtWe. 

Rhyme> which I would by no means admit into 
the dialogue of graver tragedy. Teems to me the 
moft proper ftyle for reprefentations of this heroic 
romantic kind, and beft adapted to accompany 
mufic. The foleran language of a haughty tyrant 
will by no means become a pa^nate lover, and 
tender fentiments require the fofteft colouring. 

The theme muft govern the ftyle ; every thoughtt 
every charadler, every fubjeft of a different nature, 
mud fpeak a dilFerent language. An humble lover's 
gentle addrefs to his miftrefs would rumble ftrangely 
in the Miltonic dialect ; and the foft harmony of 
Mr. Waller's numbers would as ill become the 
mouths of Lucifer and Beelzebub. The terrible, 
and the tender, mull be fet to di£rerent notes of 
mufiC. 

To conclude. This dramatic attempt was the firft 
eflay of a very infant Mufe, rather as a talk at fuch 
hours as were free from other exercifes, than any 
way meant for public entertainment : But Mr. Bet* 
tenon having had a cafual fight of it many years 
after it was written, begged it for the ftage, where 
it found fo favourable a reception, as to have as 
uninterrupted run of at leaft forty days. The fepa- 

ration 
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ndon of the principal a^rs wluch fixm followed ; 
and the introdudion of the Italian Opera, put a fbp 
to its farther appearance. 

Had it been compofed at a riper time of life, the 
£uilts might have been fewer : However, upon re« 
vifing it now, at fo great a diftance of time, with a 
copier judgment than the firft conceptions of youth 
will allcw^ I cannot abfolutely fay, /mpfijfi putUt. 
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PERSONS NAMES. 

MEN. 

CsLiuSy a Britijh King^ Father to Oriana. 
CoKSTANTius, a JUmoM EmfiroTf defignti /or 

Marriage nmlb Oriana. 
Am AD IS ^Gaul« a famous Kmgbt Adventurtr^ in 

Love with Oriana. 
Plorestan, his Con^anion, in Love nuith CoRi« 

8ANDA. 

Arcalaus, a 'wicked Enchanter 9 Enemy to Am ad is.. 
Lucius, a Roman of the Emferor*i Train* 

WOMEN. 

Or I a n a 9 in Love with Amadis, tut given in Mar- 
riage to Const astivs. 
Corisanda, betrothed to Florestan. 
Ur g a n d a, « good Enchantre/sy Friend to Ay ad i s . 
Arcabon, ^^/r /« Arcalaus. 
Delia, an Attendant to Urg anda. 

Troops ofMagiciasu attending the feveral Enchanters. 
Knights and Ladies^ Captives. Men and Women 
attending the Britijh Court, Priefts^ or Druids. 
Romans attending Conflantius. Singerj, Dancers,. 

ScENB the King*s Palace , and Parts adjacent^ in» 

haUted by the different Pnchantert^ 

M 3 
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*rhe Curtain rifcs to a fymphony of all forts of in- 
ftruments of mufic. The Scene reprefents an en- 
chanted grove, adorned and beautified with foun- 
tains, ilatues, Sec- 

U R G A N D A anii Delia performing fcmi Jhlemn ce* 
remony of Enchantment* 

A full ft age of fingers and dancers. 



URGANIXA ANDr DELIA. 

U R G A N D A. 

SOUND, found, ye winds, the rended clouds divide. 
Fright hack the prieft, and fevc a trembling 
bfidcy 
Affift an injur'd lover's faithful love : 
An injur'd lover's caufe is worthy Jove, 

D B L 1 A. 

Succefsful is our charm : th« templo ihakes, 
The altar nods, th' aikttuih'd pried: ^fakes 
The hallow'd fhrine, ftarts firoia the bridtegroom's 

fide. 
Breaks oiF the ritea» and karc^ the Iqqoi vnty'd. 

M 4 U-- 
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U R G A N D A. 

Ye fwcet mdicians of the iky. 

Hither, hither, hither, fly, fly. 
And with enchanting notes all magic elie fupply* 
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[U R G A N D A and Delia retire Jowu tbefaruy luafo- 
ing their enchanted rods, as continuing the cereimj» 

Full Chorus of inftruments and veices» 

Sound the trumpet, touch the lute. 
Strike the lyre, infpire the flute ; 
In harmony, 
Celeftial harmony. 
All magic charms are found ; 
Sound the trumpet, found. 

[Here the Jlatues leap from their pedejlalsy and Jam 
^variety of dances. 

Chorus of Singers after the dance. 
Mufic fo charms, and does fo fweetly wound. 
That ev'ry fenfe is ravilh'd with the found. 

A Jingle Voice, 

When nymphs are coy. 
And fly from joy. 
The (hepherd takes his reed ; 
He plays a tune. 
She Hops as foon. 
And flraight they are agreed. 
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The battle near, 

When cowards fear. 
The drum and trumpet founds ; 

Their courage warms. 

They rufh to arms. 
And brave a thoufand wounds. 

Chorus. 
By harmony our fouls are fway'd ; 
By harmony the world was made. 

A fecond dance* 

Singers again advance. 

ji Jingle Voice, 

When with adoring looks we gaze 
On bright Oriana's heavenly face. 
In ev'ry glance, and ev'ry grace. 
What is it that we fee. 

But harmony, 
Celeftial harmony ! 
Our ravi(h'd hearts leap up to meet ' 

The mufic of her eyes. 

The mufic of her eyes. 

And dance around her feet. 

W/ Chorus of voices and infiruments^ as atjirfi. 

Sound the trumpet, touch the lute. 
Strike the lyre, infpire the flute; 

In harmony, 

Celeftial harmony^ 

AH 
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All magic charms arc fboad ; 
Somid the tru«ipet» fouad. 

A third dance. 
Urganda andDRhih cctmefirward. 

U It G A N D A. 

This care for Amadis^ ye gods, approve, 
For what's a ioldier^s reeompence but love ? 
Whtin forc'd from Britain, call-d to diftant wai 
His vanquiih'd heart remaiu'd a captive here; 
Oriana*s eyes that glorious conquefl made. 
Nor was his love ungratefully repaid. 

Delia. 
By Arcabon» like hoftilc Juno, croft. 
And like i^neas driv'n from coafl to coaft. 
The wand'ring hero wou'd return too late, 
Charg'd by Oriana with the crimes of fate ; 
Who anxious of negleft, fufpedUng change, 
Confults b^ pride, and meditates revenge. 

Urganda. 
Jufl in the moment, when refentment fires, 
A charming rival tempts, a rugged king requi 
Love yields at laft, thus combated by pride. 
And fhe fubmits to be the Romanes bride. 

Delia. 
Did not your art with timely charms providi 



^^^Piriana 



were his wife,' and not his bride. 



[nen and gods ; bat mo ft the fair complain 

ated loves, and lovers flab. 

ter innocence, and injur'd right, 

tions ^11 ck£t fome patron-knight » 

:o be true to love, and flaires to fame, 

my a vdiam chief enrolls his name ; 

ing marks difHnguifli'd they appear, 

rioiis orders various enfigns wear, 

ly ilria oaths, to fervc the brightcH eyes, 

re they ft rive for glory, than the prize j 

o invite the toil^ the faireft dame 

lin is the boldell champion's claim. 

L who itt this race of fame delight^ 
kmadis h own*d the hardy'fl knight, 
efeus, nor Alcides, ventured more, 
fo &»'dp who, bath'd in raonfter^s gore, 
[j ^^.^a^A k^im *kj- t^^mnU<4 4rapon bore. 
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Delia. 
But haughty Arcabon> of Ardan's blood, 
And Arcalaus, foes alike to good. 
Gluttons in murder, wanton to deftroy. 
Their fatal arts as impioufly employ : 
Heirs to their brother's mifchiefs, and fworn (ocs 
•To Amadis, their magic they oppofe 
Agaiafl his love and life. . 

U K G A N D A. 

-With equal care, 



Their vengeance to prevent, we thus prepare, 
Behold the time, when tender love fhall be 
Nor vext with doubt, nor preft with tyranny. 
The love-fick hero Ihall from camps remove, 
To reap reward : the hero's pay is love. 
The talks of glory painful are, and hard. 
But ah ! how blell, how fweet is the reward ! 

jis Jhe retires. Chorus of all the 'voices and injirum 
repeat, 
Sound the trumpet, touch the lute. 
Strike the lyre, infpire the flute; 
In harmony, 
Celeftial harmony. 
All magic charms are found ; 
Sound the trumpet, found. 
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From fuch vile fervitude fct rea(bn free ; ^ 

The Gods in every circumftance agree > 

To fuit our union, pointiTig out to me ; J 
In this right hand the fceptre that they place, 
Fot me to gttide, was meaht fot yott to fr&te. 

Thou beft and faireft of the beautedtis kind, ^ 

Accept that empif e which th^ G6dh defign'd, > 

And be the charming mifbefd of mftfikitid. ) 

CORISANDA. 

Nuptials of foriA» ofiiltereft, orofflate, 
Thofc feeds of pride» are fruitful in debate ; 
Let happy men for generous love declare^ 
And choofe the gentle virgin, chafle> and fair: 
Let women to fupeHof fortune bomi 
For naked virtue, all temptations fcorn ; 
1'he charm 's immortal to a gallant mind. 
If gratitude cement whom love has join'd. 
And Providence, not niggardly, but wife, '% 

Here lavilhly bellows, and there denies^ > 

That by each other's virtue we may rife. i 

Weak the bare tie of Man and Wife we find. 
But Friend and Benefaftor always bind. 

T/je Ki N C advances y folto'wed hy Fr lefts and Train* 

Kl IV G. 

Our Priefts recover : *Twas a holy cheat ; 
Lead back tke bride, the ceremonies wait. 

OafANA. 
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O R I A N A* 

What Heaven forbids ■ 

King. 
*Twas Ignorance of my will. 
Our PrieHs are better taught : What now is ill. 
Shall, when I pleafe, be good; and none fhall dare 
Preach or expound, but what their King would hear. 

[Priefts hoiv profoundly lo'W9 
Ere they interpret, let *em mark my nod. 
My voice their thunder, this right arm their God. . 
[taking fternfy at *m, ibey ioixj again as bifhri* 
Prince take your bride, 

' O R I A N A. 

'Twcre impious now to fuffer him my hand. 

[Rtfufinf her hand. 

King. 

How dar*(l thou diibbey, when I command? 
Mind, mind her not, nor be difturb'd at tears, 
A counterfeited qualm of bridal fears : 
You 'd fee, could you her inward motions watch^ 
Feigning delay^ ihe wiihes for difpatch ; 
Into a woman's meaning would you look. 
Then read her backward, like a wizard's book. 
Priefts, to your charge*^back to your office go. 

{Sf^$n wiib a/irftf imp$rioui air. Pthftt retiri, 
ckfequUmJlj h^ing^ us ttfofe. 

Oriana* 
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CoNSTANTius, [Starting.] 
Forbid it, Gods ! recall the fatal breath 
Which rpoke that word, the foond is inftant death. 

O R I A N A. 

Too late to be recall'd, or to deny, J 

I own the fatal truth — if one mnft die, f 

You are the judge ; fay, is it you— or I? * 

A Meffenger from the Temple, 

Messenger. 
The King is much difpleas'd at this delay. 

CONSTANTius 'walking about in a Pajpon* 

CONSTANTIUS. 

And let him wait, while 'tis my will to ftay. 

O R I A N A. 

Ecar back a gentler anfwer: we'll obey. 

[Exit Mejfenitr. 

C N S T A N T I U S. 

Hence every found that *s either foft, or kind; 
O for a war like that within my mind ! 
Say, flatterer, fay, ah ! fair deluder, fpeak, 
Anf/zer me this, ere yet my heart (hall break ; 
Since thus engag'd, you never could intend 
Your love, why was I flatter'd with your hand ? 

Oriana- 
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O R I A N 
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C O R I S A N D A. 

Hard fate of merit! Fortune holds the fcale. 
And ftill throws in the weight that muft prevaill 
Your rival is not of more charms poffeft, 
A grain of better luck has made him bleft« 

CONSTANTIUS. [Jfide.'\ 
To love, and have the power to poffefs. 
And yet refign, can Nature yield to this : 
Shall Nature, erring from her firft command, 
Self-prefervation, fall by her own hand? 
By her own adt, the fprings of Kfe deftroy. 
The principles, and being of her joy ? 
Tormenting thought 1 Can Nature then approve 
Bleffings obtained, by curfing thofe we love. 
PofTeffing, (he is loft — renouncing— I— 
Where 's.then the doubt?— Die, die, Conftantius, die 
Honour, and Love, ye tyrants, I obey, 
Where-e'er your cruel call diredts my way; 
To fhame, to chains, or to a certain grave. 
Lead on, unpityin^ guides — behold your flave. 

O R t A N A. 

Though love be wanting to relieve your care. 
Glory may make amends, with fame in war ; 
Honour *s the nobleft chace, purfue that game, 
And recompenfe the lofs of love with fame ; 
if ftill againft fuch aids your love prevails. 
Yet abfence is a cure that feldom fails, 

Coi 
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Arcalavs. 
Whopafs'd? Wholook'd? 

A R C A B O N. 

Ah ! there 's the fatal wound, 



Which tears my heart-firings — but he Ihall be found; 
Yes, ye Infemals, if there 's power in art, 
Thefe arms (hall hold him, as he grafps my heart. 
Shall I, who can draw down the moon, and keep 
The ftars confin'd^ enchant the boifl'roas deep? 
Bid Boreas halt, make hills and forefb move. 
Shall I 

Arcalaus. 
-Be made a whining fool to love ? 



Sufpend thefe follies, and let rage furmount, 
A brother's death requires a llrift account ; 
To-day, to-day, perhaps this very hour. 
This moment, now, the murth'rer's in our pow'r. 
Leave love in cottages and cells to reign. 
With nymphs obfcure, and with the lowly fwain ; 
Who wafte their days and ftrength in fuch fhort joys, 
Are fools, who barter life and fame for toys, 

A R c A B o N. 

They 're fools who preach we wafte our days and 
ftrength. 
What is a life, whofe only charm is length ; 
Give me a life that 's fhort, and wing'd with joy, 
A life of love, whofe minutes never cloy: 

What 
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t is an age in dull renown drudg'd o'er ? 
little fingle hour of love is more. 

Jttaulamt enters hafiilj^ ami wbi/pers Arcalaus. 

AaCALAUS. 

»ee it perfbrm'd — and thou (halt be, 
ck minifter of hell— a God to me. 

[Attemdmit JUes aiwmj through the Jir. 
' comes, he comes» juil ready to be caught, 
-re Ardan fell, here, on this fatal fpot 
Ur brother dy 'd ; here fiow'd that precious gore, 
he purple flood, which cries aloud for more : 
^hink on that image, fee him on the ground, 
iis life and fame both bury'd in one wound: 
^hink on the murtherer, with infulting pride 
f'earing the weapon from his bleeding fide ; 
Oh think 

A R C A B N. 

What need theic bloody images to move ? 
Revenge I will ; and would fecure my love : 
Why Ihould I of a frailty (hameful be. 
From which no mortal yet was ever free ? 
Not fierce Medea, miftrefs of our art. 
Nor Circe, nor Calypfo 'fcap'd the fmart. 
If hell has power, both paflions I will pleafe. 
My vengeance and my love fiiall both have eafe. 
Lead on, magician, make revenge fecure. 
My hand 's as ready, and fiiall ftrike as fure. 

[They go off. 

Oriana. 
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Oriana and Corisan^a entering from the lower ' 
Part of the Scene. 

Oriana. 

Thrice happy they, who thus in filent groves, 
From courts retir'd, poflefs their peaceful loves. 
Of royal maids, how wretched is the fate. 
Bom only to be vidims of the ftatc ; 
Our hopes, our wiihes, all our paffions ty*d 
For public ufe ; the flaves of others pride. 
Here let us wait th* event, on which alone 
Depends my peace, I tremble till 'tis known* 

CORISANDA. 

So generous this Emperor's love does feem, 
*Twould juftify a change, to change for hun. 

Oriana. 

Alas ! thou know'ft not men, their oaths, and arts 
Of feigning truth, with treafon in their hearts. 
Who now 's ador'd, may the next hour difpleafe, 
At firft their cure, and after, their difeafe. 

\FlouriJh ofMuJic as in the ForeJi> 

CORISANDA. 

Oft we have heard fuch airy founds as thefe 
Salute us as we pafs* 

Enttr 
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tier feveral of Arcalaus* Magicians finging and 
dancingi repre/enting Shepherds^ Sbipberdeffes^ and 
Pdi/ans. 

A Shepherd, finging. 

Follow ye nymphs and fliepherds all. 

Come celebrate tke feftivaU 

And merrily ling, and fport, and play. 

For 'tis Oriana's nuptial day. 

/ Dance of Shepherds and Shepherdejjfes, Then a 
Shepherdefs addrejpng to Oriana, fings,'] 

Queen of Britain, and of love. 
Be happy as the bleft above ; 
Graces numberlefs attend thee. 
The Gods as many bleffings fend thee : 
Be happy as the bleft above. 
Queen of Britain, and of love. 

J rural Dance of Pdifans. 

[Exeunt dancing* 

Oriana. 

Prepofterous nuptials ! that fill every breaft 
ith joy, but only hers who Ihould be bleft. 

CORISANDA. 

Sure fome magician keeps his revels here : 
incefs retire, there may be danger near. 

[Flourijh offofl Mufic at a Difiance. 

Oriana. 
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Or I A N A. 

What danger in fuch gentle notes can be? 
Thou friend to love, thrice powerful harmony, 

I '11 follow thee, play on 

Mufic's the balm of love, it charms deipair, 
Sufpends the fmart, and foftens every care. 

[Exeunt do^jfu the Scene, following the MuJiC' 

Arcalaus enters, 'with an Attendant, ob/er<vit^ thm 
as tbej nualk donvn into the Forefi. 

Arcalaus. 
Finilh the reft,, and then be free as air: 
My eyes ne'er yet beheld a fonn fo fair. 
Happy beyond my wi(h, I go to prove 
At once, the joys of fweet revenge and love. 

[Walks down the Scene after thm 

Enter Amadis ^«// Florestan. 

A M A D I s. 

Miflake me not— no — Amadis fhall die. 
If fhe is pleas'd, but not dillurb her joy ; 
Nice honour ftill engages to requite 
Falfe miftrcfTes, and friends, with flight for flight 
But if, like mine, the ftubborn heart retain 
A vviliul tendernefs, the brave mud feign. 
In private grief, but with a carelefs fcorn 
In public, feem to triumph, not to mourn. 

Fl( 
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Florestan. 
Hard is the taflc, in love or grief to feign ; 
hen pailion is Sincere, it will complain : 
>ubts which from rumour rife^ you (hould fufpend 
om evil longues what virtue can defendi 
love, who injures by a rafii diflruft, 
the aggreiTor, and the firfl unjuft. 

A M A D I s. 

If ihe is true> why all this nuptial noife> 
:ill echoing as we pafs her guilty joys? 
^ho to a woman trufts his peace of mind, 
rufts a irail bark^ with a tempeiluous wind, 
hus to UlyiTes, on the Stygian coaft 
is fate enquiring, fpake Atrides* ghoft ; 
f all the plagues with which the world is curft^ 
•f every ill, a woman is the worft ; 
'ruft not a woman.— Well might he advife, 
i^ho perilh*d by his wife'^ adulteries. 

Florestan. 
Thus in defpair, what moft we love, we wrong, 
lot Heaven eicapes the impious Atheifl's tongue. 

A M A D I S. 

Enticing crocodiles, whofe tears are death, 
lyrens, who murder with enchanting breath: 
^ike Egypt'^mples, dazzling to the fight, 
*ompoufly dcCK'd, all gaudy, gay, and bright ; 

With 
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With glittering gold, and fparkling gems they ihinc, 
But apes and monkies are the Gods within. 

Florestan. 

My love attends with pain, while you purfue 
This angry theme ;— I have a miftrefs too : 
The faultlefs form no fecret ftains difgrace, 
A beauteous mind unblemiQiM as her face ; 
Not painted and adorn'd to varnifh iin. 
Without all angel, all divine within ; 
By truth maintaining what by love ihe got ; 
A heaven without a cloud, a fun without a fpot. 

A M A D I s. [Embracing him.'\ 
Forgive the vifions of my frantic brain. 
Far from the man I love be all fuch pain : 
By the immortal Gods I fwear, my friend. 
The Fates to me no greater joy could fend. 
Than that your labours meet a profperous end. 
After fo many glorious toils, that you 
Have found a miftrefs beautiful and true. 

Oriana and Corisanda. [Without.'] 
Help, help, oh I Heavens, help— — 

A M A D I s. 

— — — What cries are thefe ? 



Florestan. 
It fecm'd the call of Beauty in diurefs. 



Of 
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f ravage bealls and men, a monftrous brood 
offefs this land 

Oriana and Corisanda. 

— ., ^Help, help 

A M a D I s. 
— — ... — Again the cry's renewM. 
)raw both our fwords, and fly with fpced to fave ; 
rh' opprefs'd have a Aire refuge in the brave. 

[Exeunt, drawing their ffwords. 

Oriana and Corifanda crofs the Stage,, pur/ued by a 
Party of Arcalaus' Magicians. 

Oriana and Corisan da* 
Help, help— — 

Party. 
Purfue, purfue— . 

|Floreftan croffes the Stage , following the Purfuit^ 
Arcal^ius fghting and retreating before Amadis.J 

Arcalaus. 
Thou run*ft upon thy fate : Mortal forbear, 
k more than mortal rules the regions here. 

A M a D I s. 

Think not my fword fhall give the leaft reprieve, 
Twere cruelty to let fuch monftcrs live. 

[Floreflan 
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[Floreftan re-enters retreating before another ?ar[ 
is/eizedy di farmed^ and carried off.\ 

Arcalaus, 
Yet paufe, and be advis'd ; avoid thy fate; 
Without thy life, my vengeance is complete: 
Behold thy friend borne to eternal chains, 
Remember Ardan now, and count thy gains. 

A M A D I S. 

Like Ardan's be thy fate, unpitied fall : 
Thus I '11 at once revenge, and free them all. 

[Fight y Arcalaus ftill retreating. A fuddtn St 
of Inftruments exprej/ing Terror and Horror, i 
Thunder at the fame Time. Monfters and Dai 
rife from under the Stage, nuhile others fly a 
from aho've, crojjing to and fro in Confufion^ di 
njuhich the Stage is darkened. On a fudden a Flc 
of contrary Mufic fucceeds ; the Sky clears, an. 
lAjhole Scene changes to a delightful Vale, An 
appealing leaning on his S^word, Jur rounded by « 
herds and Shepherdeffes^ nuho luith Songs, j 
and Dancesy perform the following Enchantmei 

To hefung in full Chorus. 

Love, creator Love, appear. 

Attend and hear ; 
Appear, appear, appear. 
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A fingU Void* 

Love, creator Love, 
Parent of heaven and earth. 

Delight of Gods above ; 
To thee all Nature owes her birth ; 

Love, creator Love. 

Anathir Jingle Voice, 
All that in ambient air does move. 

Or teems on fertile fields below. 
Or fparkles in the ikies above. 

Or does in rolling waters flow. 
Spring from the feeds Which thou doll fow. 

Love, creator Love. 

Chorus. 

Better in love a flave to be. 
Than with the wideft empire free» 

Dance. 



ODE TO DISCORD. 

A fingle Faice. 

When Love *s away then Difcord reigns. 
The furies he unchains, 
fiids iEolus unbind 
The northern wind> 

Vol. XXXVIIL O That 
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That fetter'd lay in caves. 
And root up trees, and plough the pbdns; 

Old Ocean frets and raves. 
From their deep roots the rocks he tears. 

Whole deluges lets fly. 

That dafh againft the iky. 
And feem to drown the ftars ; 
Th' aflaulted clouds return the fhock. 

Blue light'nings iinge the waves. 

And thunder rends the rock. 

Then Jove ufurps his father's crown, 
Tnftruding mortals to afpire ; 

The father would deftroy the fon. 
The fon dethrones the fire. 

The Titans, to regain their right. 

Prepare to try a fecond iight, 

Briareus asms his hundred hands. 
And marches forth the bold gigantic bands. 

Pelion upon Offa thrown. 
Steep Olympus they invade, 

Gods and giants tumble down. 
And Mars is foil'd by Encelade. 



Hon 



I 



Horror, confuf^poy dreadful ire» 

Daggers^ poiibiiy (word and fire, 

To execute the deftin'd wrath confpire. 

The furies loofe the^ fnaky ipds. 

And lafh both men and Gods* 

Chorus refiar iki loft Sianza, 
Then Symphony for Love. 

J Jingle Voice. 
Sut when Love bids Difcord ceafe. 
The jarring feeds unite in peace ; 
O the pleafures paft exprejQingl 
O the rapture of pofle^ing ! 
Melting, dyjing, heavenly .ble^pg>. 
O the rapture of poile^g ! 
Hail to Love, and welcome j[oy I 
Hail to the delicious boy ! 

In Cyprus firft the X^od was known. 

Then wandering, wandering o'er the msdn^ 
He in Britannia fix'd his reign, 
And in Oriana's eyes iiis throne.- 

A full Chorus. 
Hail .to Love, and^vyelcome jqy I 
Hail to the 4^Ucious boy ! 
Siee th^ Sun frop Love returning, 
Love 's the flame in which he 's b\irmng. 

O 2 Hail 
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Hail to L ove, the fofteft pleafure ; 
Love and Beaaty reign for ever. 

Dance* 

[TiiM to he Jkng by a Sbepherde/s addrtffing berfe^ 
to Amadis.] 

Now mortal prepare. 

For thy fate is at hand ; 
Now mortal prepare^ 
And fuirender-. 

Por Love (hall arife. 

Whom no power can widiftand. 
Who roles from the fties 
To the -centre. 

Now mortal prepare. 

For thy fate is at hand; 
JMow mortal prepare. 
And furrenden 

Ch4>rus repeat. 
Now mortal prepare, &c, 

IDuring tbe Chorus, Oriana appears rifingfrom undtr 
the Stagej repofed upon a Machine repre/enting a 
Bed of Flowers. The Chorus ended, Jhe rifes, and 
<omes forward J\ 

Oriana. 
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O R I A N A. 

In what enchanted regions am I Ibftf 
Am I aHve ? Or wander here a ghofl ? 
Art thou too dead?— 

[Starting at tbejight gf Amadis, 

A M A D I s. 

Where-e'er you aw> the realms of blifs muft be ; 
I fee my Goddefs^ and 'tis heaven to fee. 

[ ThroiJuiHg aivaj his fnuwrdi is/eizid and hound • 
Stand oS, and give me way— — 

O R I A N A. 

-No, keep him there. 



Th' ungrateful traitor, let him not come near : 
Convey the wretch where Sifyphus atones 
for crimes enormous, and where Tityus groans. 
With robbers, and with murth'rers let him prove 
Immortal pains— -for he has murder'd love. 

A M A i^ I 9* 
Have I done this ?— — 

Or r a n a. 

— Bafe and perfidious man T 



Let me be heard, and anfwer if you can. 
Was it your love, when trembling by your fide 
I wept, and I implor'd, and almoft dy'd. 
Urging your ftay : Was it your love that bore 
Your faithlefs veflel from the Britifh ihore? 

O 3 What 
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What faid I not, upon the httd night, 
"UTien you avow'd your meditated flight? 
Was it your love that prompted yoti to part. 
To leave me dying, and to break my heart? 
See whom you fled, inhuman and ingrate, 
Kepent your folly — but repent too late. 

A M A D I S. 

Miftaken Priiicefs ; by the ftars above^ 
The powers below, and by immortal Jovfe 
Unwilling and bofnpfeird- — — • 

O R I A N A. 

Unwilling and Compell'd ! vain, v^n pretence 
For bafe negle^, and cold indifference . 
Was it your love, when by thcfe ftars ibove, 
Thofe powers below, and that immortal Jove, 
You vow'd, before the fitft revolving moon. 
You would return?— Did you return?— The fun 
Thrice round the circled globe was feen to move, 
You neither came, nor fent— was this your love? 

A M A D I s. 

Thrice has that fun beheld me on your coaft, 
By tempells beaten, and in fhipwrecks loft. 

O R I A N A. 

And yet you chofe thofe perils of the fea, * 
Of rocks, and ftorms— or any thing— but me. 
The raging ocean, and the winter wind, 
Touch'd at my paffion, with my wiihes join*d, 

No 



THE BRITISH ENCHANTfiRS. 199 

No iina|;r, btrt of certain fate, appeared, 
Lefs I your abfence, than yonr danger, fear'd ; 
In V2in they ihf e a te nM, and I foed in yjuR» 
More deaf than ftorttis, more cruel than the main; 
No prayer, nor gentle mefi&ge could prevail 
To wait a calmer (ky, or fofter gale ; 
You brav'd the danger, and defpis'd the love; 
Nor death could terrify, nor paffion move. 

A M A n I s. 

Of our pall lives, the pleafure, and the pain, 
Fix'd in my foul, for ever fhall remain ; 
Recall more gently my unhappy (late. 
And charge my crime, not on my choice, but fate : 
In mortal breaft, iure, honour never wag'd 
So dire a war, nor love more fiercely rag'd: 
You faw my torment^ and you knew my heart* 
'Twas infamy to ftay, 'twas death to part. 

O R I A N A. 

In vain you M cover, with the thirft of fame. 
And honour's call, an odious traitor's name : 
Could honour fuch vile perfidy approve? 
Is it no honour to be true to love ? 
O Venus ! parent of the Trojan race. 
In Britain too, fome remnanu found a place ; 
From Brute defcending in a line dired. 
Within thefe veins thy favourite blood refpedl ; 
Mother of love, by men and Gods rcver'd. 
Confirm thefe vows, and let this prayer be heard. 
O 4 The 
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The Briton to the Gaul heaoeibnk fludl.-bear 

Inpnortal hatredf aod eternal war i 

Nor leagu^j nor commerce* let the natkma kaqv)'; ' 

But ieeds of everlafting diicord grow ; 

With fire and fword the faithleis race purfue. 

This vengeance to my injur'd love is due : 

Rife from our aflies fome avenging hand. 

To curb their tyrants, and invade their land; 

Waves fight with waves, and fhores with (hores engagfi 

And let our Tons inherit the fame rage. 

A if A D I s. 

Ktight I be heard one word in my defence—— 

O R. I A N A. 

No, not a word. What fpecious forc*d pretence 

Would you invent, to gild a weak defence ? 

To falfe iEneas, when 'twas given by fate 

To tread the paths of death, and view the Stygian flate, 

Forfaken Dido was the firft that flood 

To ftrike his eye, her bofom bath'd in blood 

Frefh from her wound : Pale horror and affright 

Sciz'd the falfe man, confounded at the fight. 

Trembling he gaz'd, and fome faint words he fpoke, 

Some tears he fhed, which, with difdainful look, 

Unmov'd Ihe heard, and faw, nor heeded more 

Than the firm rock, when faithlefs tempefts roar, 

With one laft look, his falfenefs (he upbraids. 

Then fuUenly retires, and fceks eternal fhades. 

Lead me, O lead me where the bleeding Queen, 

With juil reproaches loads perfidious men, 

Baniih'd 
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SanUh'd from joy, from empire^ and from light. 
In death involve me» anid in endlefs night, . 
Bat fcec p that odious objedt— frt)m my fight. 

[ffir/V. 
Entir Arcalaus. 



I 



Arcalaus. 
With her lail words, fhc iign'd his dying breath. 
Convey him ilraight to tortures, and to death. 

A M A D I s. 
Let me not perilh with a traitor's name, 
Naked, unarm'd, and fmgle as T am ; 
Loofe this right hand ■ ■ 

Arcalaus. 
Hence to his fate the valiant boafter bear. 

[^Sinks under the Stage nuith bim^ 
For him, let our infernal priefts prepare 
Their knives, their cords, and altars— but for her 
Soft beds, and flowery banks, and fragrant bowers, 
Mufic, and (bngs, and al! thoie melting powers 
With which love deals on hearts, and tunes the mind 
To tendcrnefs and yielding—— 
Superior charms, enchant us to be kind. [ExtK 

The As concludes with dancing. 



RMD OF THE SECOND ACT. 



• A C t itL 

SCENE I, 

Arcalaus, «/fi/ Arcabon, meeting. 

A R c A L A V 8. 

fTELCOME as afttr darkhcfs ehcarful Kght, 
^ Or to the weary wanderer downy night : 
lile, fmile my Arc^bbri, for ever fmile, 
d with thy gayeft looks reward my toil, 
lit iblleti air trbt ill becomes thee now, 
:ft thou not gtoribtis cdnqneft on my brow ? 
ladis, Amadis— — ^ 

Arcabon. 
Dead, or in chaiiis ? Be quick in thy reply. 

Arcalaus. 
He lives, my Arcabon, but lives to die. 
le gnawing vultiii-e, arid ihfe rtfUefs wheel, 
all bb dfeUght, to whit the wrctth fhAll ffecl. 

Arcabon. 
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A It CA B O N. 

Goddefs of dire revenge, Erinnys, rife. 
With pleafare grace thy lips, with joy thy eyes j 
Smile like the Queen of Love, and fhip the rocks 
Of pearls and gems, to deck thy jetty locks ; 
With chearful tunes difguife thy hollow throat. 
And emulate the lark and linnet's note ; 
Let Envy's felf Rejoice, Defpair be gay. 
For Rage and Murder (hall triumph to-day. 

A R C A L A u s. 
Arife, O Ardan, from the hollow womb 
Of earth, arife, burft from thy brazen tomb» 
Bear witnefs to the vengeance we prepare. 
Rejoice, and reft for ever void of care,. 



^] 



, A R C A B O N. 

Pluto, arife, infernal king, releafe 
Thy tortur'd {laves, and let the damn'd have peace' 
But double all their pains on Amadis. 

Arcalaus. 
Mourn all ye heavens, above yon azure plain 
Let grief abound, and lamentation reign. 
The Thunderer with tears bedew his Iky^ 
For Amadis, his champion 's doom*d to die; 

A R C A B N, 

Death be my care ; for to compleat his woe,. 
The ilave fhall periih by a woman's blow ; 

Thus 
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Thus each by turns fhall his d 
H'was thine to vanfuifh, and 

A R C A L A 

So look'd Medea, when he 
Upon her nuptial day, confur 
O never more let love difguili 
By rage adorn'd with fuch trii 

A R c A B • 
In fweet revenge inferior jc 
-And Love lies fhipwrcck'd or 
Rage rules all other pailions ii 
And fwelling like a torrent, c 
Should this curs'd wretch, \^o 
Prove the dear man, whom n 
Love Ihould in vain defend hi 
Through all his charms I 'd ft 
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1 

S C E N E II. 1 

( 

Enter Cbliv8> Constantius, Lucius a 
Roman, and a numerous Amndance i^ Britons. 

King. 

From contrads fign'd, and articles agreed. 
With Britifh faith it fuits not to recede : 
How may the world interpret fuch negleft. 
And on her beauty, or her ^me, refled ? 
Roman, coniider well wlkt courfe you run,. 
Refolve to be my prifoner, or my fon. 
\i this founds rude, then know, we Britons (light \ 
Thofe fupple arts which foreigners delight, > 

Nor (land on forms to vindicate our right. J 

{Exit King and Attendants, 

Lucius. 
Happy extremity ! now. Prince, be blefl. 
Of all you love, and all you wi(h poifeft ; 
No cenfure you incur, conftrain'd to choofe, 
Poffeil at once of pleafure, and excufe. 

CONSTANTIUS. 

If for myfelf alone I would poflefs, 
*Twere fenfual joy, and brutal happinefs. 

When 
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Tien moft we love, embracing and embracM, 

be particle fublime of blifs^ is plac'd 

. raptures that we feel the ravifli'd charmer tafte 

riana^ no — though certain death it be, 

11 keep my word— I '11 die, or fet thee free. 

afte, Lucius, h^e, (am)d i9u4 9^ tr>vnpet;s^ .caj) 

ur guard to ariQs, though fe.w, ttxey 'r^ R^Q^a,;as .i^ll. 

ow tremble, iayage if^ng, a IlQn\ap, han^ 

lajm ne'er be jbipi^Qd, that ca^ a fword cpm^.i^. 

f they go offy re-enter King Ce^ijjs^ ^iM^eJ 
as before. 

King. 

Not to be found ! ihe mufl:, Ihe fhadl be ^nd ; 
ifperfe out parties, fearch our kingdoms round; 
ollow Conftantius, feize him, torture, kill ; 
'raitor ! what vengeance I can have, I will. 
Ml have thyGods, •O^R.ome^ fecur'd thy peace, 
lanted behind fo many lands and feas, 
ir thou fhouWft feel jp^^, ^xy, in t]by ^I, 
lore dreadful than the Samnite, or the Gaul, 
ut to fupply and recomp^ofe this want, 
[ear, O ye guardians of ov>r iile, and grant 
'hat wrath may rife, and ilrife immortal come 
etwixt the Gqds of Britain^ and of JR^ome. 

\Exeunt. 

SCENE 



»oS LAMSDOWNE'8 POEMS. 



SCENE IIL 

The Scene changes to a Scene of Tombs and Dungeons, 
Men and fVomen chained in Ronus, oppofite to eta 
another. In the Front of the Captinfes^ Floreftan 
and Corifanda. A magnificent Monument ereQd 
to the Memory of Ardan^ luitb this infcription in 
large Letters of Gold: 

KEVENGE IS VOW'Dy REST qUIBT, GENTLE 

SHADE« 
THE LIVING SHALL BE RESTLESS TILL 'tIS 

HAD. 



jf Guard of Daemons. Plaint i*ve Mufic, 

To hefung by a captive King. 

Lode down, ye Powers, look down. 
And cafl a pitying eye 
Upon a monarch's mifery. 
Look down, look down. 
Avenge, avenge, avenge 
Affronted Majefty. 

I who 
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I- who but now on thrones of gold. 
Gave laws to kingdoms uncontrourd, 

To empire born. 

From empire torn,. 

A wretched flave,. 

A wretched flave, 

Am now of flaves the fcorn.- 
Alas ! the fmiles of Fortune prove- 
As variable as^womens love.. 

By a captive Lover. 

The happieft mortals once were we, . 

I lov'd Myra, Myra me ; 

Each deiirous of the bleffing,. 

Nothing wanting but pofTefling ; 

I lovM Myra, Myra me. 

The happieft mortals once were we. . 

But fince cruel Fates di/Tever, 
Tom from love, and torn for ever. 
Tortures end me, • 
Death befriend me : 
Of all pains, the greateft pain, . 
Is to love, and love in vain. . 

By a captive Libertines 

Plague us not with idle ftories. 
Whining loves, and fenfelefs glories ; 

Vol. XXXVIII. P What 



What mre lofoiy iriut are Idngs? 
Wkat at heft im ilsviflL tUngs. 



ftae I Hv'dp as Nature inade ne^ 
No prond Beauty dorft inrade mew 
No rehellioQt flaves hetray^d m^ 
JFree I HY'd» as Natnre made me. 



Bach by tnnii, as fenle iiii|nr*d ai^ 
Bacchus, Ceres, Venas, fir'd me;- 
I alone have loft trae pleafiire; 
Preedom k the odiy treafiure. 

Cimmstf Damnum 

Ceafe, ye flaves, your fraidefi grieiing^ 

N09 no> 
The Powers below 
No pity know ; 
Ceafe, ye ilaves, your fruxtlefs giieving* 

uf Dana of Damons infulting the Prifomrs. 

FlORESTAN to CORISANDA. 

To tafte of pain, and yet to gaze on thee. 
To meet, and yet to mourn, but ill agree. 
Well may the brave contend, the wife contrive, 
Jn vain againft their ftars the dcftinM ftrive. 

Coi 
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CORISANDA. 

> to th' appointed grove the feather'd pair 

chirping on, unmindful of the fnare, 

iiing love, and wing'd with amorous thought, 

wanton couple in one toil are caught, 

le fame cage in mournful notes complain 

le fame fate, and curfe perfidious man. 

A Captive. 

Heavens, take pity of our pains, 
h is a nulder fate than chains* 



'lourijb of Inftruments of Horror* Arcabon di- 
nds in a Chariot drawn through the Air by Dra^ 
ts, guarded by infernal Spirits • She alights and 
fies foriuard, armed <with a Dagger iu her 
md.] 

A R C A S N, 

Hir vows have reach'd the Gods, your chains 

and breath 
I the fame date— — 

ire for freedom, for I bring you death, 
ho fo oft has 'fcap'd th' aflaults of hell, 
m yet no charms could bind, no force could 

quell, 
horn fo jaany bold enchanters fell. 



} 



P 2 Amadis, 
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.\i»Jiib« Aaudl5« diis jojfiil dav. 
Year graririEL IXdrr '$ himielf our prey. 
Frt?m aZ lieir cd^cocs let oar captives come, 
lik ffcdsioirs (^taar kcro's doom. 

ITioarijk ff UaJ Imiramemis ef di'vtrs Sorts. Other 
D3Utgt99s QfiM^ amd Jzjcs'^^tr more Capiives. Ama- 
cis w .Waft/ to MM Atar^ infernal Priefis on ead 
SiJe yf him 'c.-ith Kmrots up^lifted ready for tk 
Sa^iice. Arcaboa md^MMcrmg baftily to ftah him 
jtarti amd ji7}sS\ 

A K C A B O K. 

Thca dy*il — What ibrangc and what refiftlefs char© 
With iccrei force, arrefts my lifted arm ? 
What art thou, who ^ith more than magic art, 
Do.t make my hand unfaithful to my heart? 

Am ad is. 
One, who dL^aining mercy, fues to die ; 
I afk not life, i:>T life were cruelty-. 
Of all the wretched, fearch the world around, 
A more unhappy never can be found ; 
Let loofe thy rage, like an avenging God, 
Fain would my foul encumberM, call her load. 

Ar GABON. l^Afide.l 
In every line and feature of that face 
The dear enchanter of my foul I trace : 
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My brother ! had my father too been (lain. 
The blood of my whole race (hould plead in vain. 
The ties of nature do but weakly move. 
The flrongell tic of nature, is in love. 

A M A D I 6. 

O Floreftan ! I fee thofe chains with fhame. 
Which I could not prevent — O (lain to Fame 1 
O Honour loft for ever! Thefeus fell. 
But Hercules remained unconqucr'd ftill. 
And freed his friend*— What man coUld do— I did. 
Nor was I overpower'd, but betray'd. 
O my lov'd friend ! with better grace we ftood 
In arms repelling death, wading in blood 
To vidlories ; the manly limb that trod 
Firm and ere£t, .beneath a treble load 
Of ponderous mail, thefe ihameful bonds difdains, 
^nd fmks beneath th' inglorious weight of chains. 

Florestan. 
Where fh all the brave and good for refuge run. 
When to be virtuous, is to be undone? 

A R c A B o N. 

He fpoke— and. every accent to my heart 
Gave a frefti wound, and was another dart : 
He weeps ! but reddening at the tears that fall, 
Is it for thefe ? Be quick, and free them alh 
Let every captive be releas'd from chains : 
How is it that I love, if he coj;nplains? 

P 3 Hence 
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Hence every grief, and every anxious care. 
Mix with the Teas and winds^ breed teinpefb then 
Strike all your firings, to joyfiil meafures move 
And every voice found Liberty and Love. 

[Flourf/b of all the Mufic ; the Chains at once fa 
from all the Capti'ves. Arcabon frees Ai 
berfelf] 

Chorus of all the Captives. 
Liberty! Liberty! 

J Jingle Foiee* 
Arm, arm, the generous Britons cry. 
Let us live irtt, or let us die ; 
Trumpets founding, banners flying. 
Braving tyrants, chains defying. 
Arm, arm, the gencr- as Britons cry. 
Let U3 live free, or let us die ; 
Liberty! Liberty! 

Chorus repeat,, 
Liberty! Liberty! 

Another Jingle Voice* 

Happy ifle, all joys pofTelfing, 
Clime refembling heaven above. 

Freedom 'tis that crowns thy blefling, 
Land of Liberty and Love ! 
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When thy nymphs, to cure complainings 

Set themfelves and lovers free. 
In the blefling of obtaining. 

Ah ! how fweet is Liberty ! 

Dance of Capti<vesy expreffing Joy for Liberty. 

[Arcabon having freed Amadis, they eome forward 
together ; the reft ftanding in Rows on each Sid/g of 
%he Theatre f bowing as they advance, '\ 

Arcabon. 
When rage, like mtne,- makes fuch a fudden paiife« 
Methinks 'twere eafy to divine the canfe : 
The duUeft warrior,, in a lady's face. 
The fecret meaning of a blufh may trace. 
When ihort-breath'd iighs, and catching glances, fent 
From dying eyes, reveal the kind intent. 
Let glory fhare, but not pofTefs you whole. 
Love is the darling tranfport of the foul. 

Am a d I s. 
The Lords of Fate^ who all our lots decree. 
Have deftin'd Fame, no other chance for me ; 
My fuUen ftars in that rough circle move ; 
The happy only are referv'd for love. 

Arcabon. 
The flars which you reproach, my art can force, 
I can direft them to a kinder courfe: 

P 4 Truft 
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Tpuft to my charms, the prefent time improve, 
SeleA and precious are the hours of love. 
Unguarded fee the virgin treafure ftand. 
Glad of the theft, to court the robber's hand^ 
Honour, his wonted watch no longer keeps, 
Seize quickly, foldier, while the dragon deeps, 

A « A D I s. 
Enchanting are your looks, lefs. magic lies 
In your myfterious art, than in your eyes-; • 

Such melting language claims a foft return. 
Pity the hopelefs flames in which I burn ; 
Fail bound already, and not free to choofe« 
I prize the ble£ing fated to refiife. 

A R c A B N. [JfideJ] 
Thofe formal lovers be for ever curft. 
Who fetter 'd free-born love with honour firft, 
Who through fantaftic laws are virtue's fools. 
And againft nature will be flaves to rules. 
[To him,'] Your captive friends have freedom from 

this hour. 
Rejoice for them, but for thyfelf much more: 
Sublimer bleflings are referv'd for thee. 
Whom love invites to be poflefs'd of me. 
The {hipwreck'd Greeks call on iEaea's fhore. 
With trembling fteps the dubious coaft explore. 
Who firft arrive, in vain for pity plead. 
Transformed to beafls, a vile and monftrous breed ; 

£ut 
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Cb^nu of all the Captives together* 

To Fortune give immortal praife. 
Fortune dcpofcs, and can raife ; 
Fortune the captives chains does breaks 
And brings defpairing exiles back ; 
However low this hour we foil. 
One lucky moment may mend all. 

The A3 concludet with Variety of Dances* 



BND OF THE THIRD ACT. 



ACT 



THE BJIITIJ 



SC I 



A5LCABON I 



Arc 

/^ F women tyrants ' 

Each haughtily fe 

Tin late repenting^ to 

Yon turn abandoned pr 

Ar 
Who hate declares, 
Rage begets rage, difd 
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A R C A B O N. 

To govern love, alas ! what woman can? 
Yet 'tis an eafy province for a man. 
Why am I then of hope abandon'd quite ? 
There is a cure— I *d afk it— if I might. 
Forgive me, brother, if I pry too iar, 
I 've learnt my rival is your prisoner here 4 
If that be true. 

A R c A L A u 5. 
What thence would you infer? [SurUlf* 

A R C A B O N. 

What but her death — ^When Amadis is free 
From hopes of her— there may be hope for me. 

Arcalaus. 
Thou cloud to his bright Juno — Fool— ftiall he 
Who has lov'd her, ever defcend to thee? 

A r c A B o N. 

Much vainer fool art thou— where are thoic 
charms 
That are to tempt a Princefs to thy arms ? 
Thou Vulcan to Oriana's Mars— — - 

Arcalaus. 

■ But yet 

This Vulcan has that Mars within his net. 

Ycur 
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r counfel comes too late, for 'tis decreed, 
nake the woman fure, the man fhall bleed. 

{Exit/urlifyi 



A r: C A B o N . 
irft periih thou ; earth, air, and feas, and ffey, 
founded in one heap of chaos lie, 
I every other living creature die. 
irn, I burn ; the ftorm that 's in my mind 
dies my heart, like fires provok'd by wind : 
'^e and refentment, wi{hes and difdain, 
w all at once, like winds that plough the main 
ies ! Aledto I aid my juft defign : 
: if, averfe to mercy, you decline 
e pious taflc, aflift me. Powers divine ; 
t Gods, and thou their king, imperial Jove, 
ike whom you pleafe, but fave the man I bvr. 

[Exir. 



\ 



\ 



S C E N 
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SCENE II. 

jrVirScnct *-iMtr^«r r» t^ Repre/entation ofaf^ 
iv«nM ; Onaiuk ^^tng pnifi<velj in a fk^ 
St^wr- Tt^wMrdi wie I^^ver Emd cf the Scene. Sefi 
Af*.v ft2tfv;i^, Arcalans enters, suUreffing himj^ 
*-fjh^/u2U H htTy Jhe ri/ij; thej^ dd<vance }i 
sr<w4r4U :if J^rrnr rf tie Sfmge, feeming in miU 
J>7<C'«*^ir, tfS tie Mm^ eta/es. ] 



AitCALAxrs ^mdi O & 



I A N A. 



A It C A L A U S. 

Of tmikia Idt, onjoAly yoo complain, 

l^.>rn rc^ c.-vreinaTji^ whfre-c*cr you come you reign; 
N.> rrcxr> hc-c >oa wcjlt^ but others bind, 
Aai no; i prijV.r,, ht: an empire find, 

O H 1 A N A . 

DcAth 1 cvprc^. and I dclire it too, 
*1 i> all the incrc> to be uiih'd from you. 
To cie, 15 to be free : Oh let me find 
A ipeciiy death — thai freedom would be kind. 

A R c A L A u s. 

Too cruel to lulpcd iuch ufage meant. 
Here is no death, hut what your eyes prefent: 
O may they reign, thofe arbiters of fate. 
Immortal, as the loves which they create. 



\Ye 
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We know the caufe of thi 

And we (hould pity, wen 

One lover loft, have you 

Can you complain of war 

; All hearts are yours ; ever 

. Ranging at large, difdair 

.; Caught by your charms, 

9 And proftrate in his chaii 

^ o R I 

Refpe£i is limited to p< 
Beauty diftrefs'd, like kii 

, Each Infolent invades 

How art thou chang'd ! all 
When every flave that lo 

A R c A 

If I do love, the fault : 
Blame them who wound, z 
If we may love, then fun 
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Akcalaus. 

Such ftrange commands 'twere impious to obey,. 
I would revenge myfelf a gentler way. 

[Offering to take her band^ Jhe /notches it avJtq 
dtfdcunfully. 

O R I A N A. 

Some whirlwind bear me from this odious place,. 
Earth open wide, and bury my difgrace ; 
Save me, ye Powers, from violence and fhame,. 
Alfift my virtue, andproteft my fame. 

Arcalaus. [Afide,'\ 

Love, with fubmiffion, firft begins in courfc. 
But when that fails, a fure referve is force : 
The niceft dames who our embraces Ihun, 
Wait only a pretence — and force is one : 
She who through frailty yields, difhonour gains, 
But Ihe that's forc'd, her innocence retains: 
Debtors and flaves for favours they beftow. 
Invading, we are free, and nothing owe. 
No ties of love or gratitude conflrain. 
But as we like, we leave— or come again. 

It fhall be fo. 

\To her.] Since fofter arguments have prov'd fo vain. 
Force is the laft, refift it if you can. 

[He/eizes her, Jhe breaks from him 

Oriana 
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c 

Help — help — ye G 

Ar 

Who with foch cot 

With what a rage lh< 

Behold in chains you 

And if for nothing bi 

[Amadis difcovertd i 
to ftab him 9 Arcabi 
tojlab Oriana.] 

A 

Strike boldly, mur 

While thus my dagg 

By what new magic i 

Trembles thy hand b 
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A V A D 1 s. 

licrfi^ birf tbdc ciains, jaft Gods can you look 

Or. Tacii iifcrsr?^, ^kx iSc !oc^ers-on ? 

\ y »>iu^ r/^ Tk-^«, uc dir:^:crs could affright, 

-..^: rrcmh:^^ lis^ i cc»»:ari*$, at this fight. 

A r c A B o X. 

Sr priivx-.kx ! rs: 1 11 irrengc it here 

A IL C A L A U S. 

IIS^J, ?crx^— cj i Unkc as bome — forbear.—^ 
[A-r-"x-r ^J^-'-'rr r/ f jr.' Orion a, Arcalaus Joes the 



Lfj^ u .•^.:i--^> 



^tt-i^:}/^ tbcir Blthiu,] 



'"-". ... A. - .'^^'■. .:■:.:* Ti-^r.Vrt- Injfruments of 
. . A .. -; t-:" -"-.-r .:.; P^rAc r/^ the Theatre. 
'\^ . ^ :.:.:.:. r: .-: ■ : • /. -v::c «7 v::7nercus Train. 
Ar: -:.;-. 5 .'•-■ .\r:-': cr. .-^^jriz.^J, rehire to the cppo* 

U R. G A X DA. 

To sm-s to arm^-, ye ipirits of I'le air, n 

Vc guirJi-'.ns of the br.we, and of the fair, > 

Le^ve your briglu manficn?, and in arms appear. ) 

[Warlikt 
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[^arliki Mujic founds a Charge ; Spirits defcend in 
Clouds ; fome continue in the Air playing upon In^ 

ftruments of War^ others remain, ranged in Order of 
Battle ; others defcend upon the Stagey ranging them" 

f elves by Ainadis, nuhom Urganda/r^j, gi'ving him 
a Sivord. Oriana likewife is freed."]. 

A R c A B o N* 
Fly quick,, ye daemons, from your black abodes^ 
And try another combat with the Gods ; 
Blue fires, and peflilential fumes arifc. 
And flaming fountains fpout agalnft the fkies ; 
From their broad roots thefe oaks and cedars tear. 
Burn like my love, and rage like my delpair. 

[Trumpets found on Arcabon'j Side, which are an^-^ 
f'wered on Urganda'j. The Groove appears in an 
Inflant all in a Flame ; Fountains from below cajl 
up Fire as in Spouts ; a Rain of Fire from abo^e ; 
the Sky darkened ; Damons range themfelves on the 
Stage by Arcalaus and Arcabon ; other Detmons 
face Urganda ; Spirits in the Air ; martial Infru^ 
ments founding from all Parts of the Theatre ; Ar- 
calaus adnjances before his Party., with his Sword, 
drawn, to Amadis.] 

Arcalaus. 

Let Heaven and Hell (land neuter, while we try,. 
On equal terms, which of us two (hall die. 

0^2 [Arcalaus 
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[ Arcalaus and Atnadis engage at the Heaa of their 
Parties ; a Fight at the fame Time in the Aify and 
upon the Stage ; aJI Sorts of loud Infiruments found' 
ing ; Arcalaus falls ; the Daemons ^ fome fy arwaj 
through the Air^ others fink under Ground, 'wiib 
horrible Cries,'] 

U « G A N D A. 

Soundtunes of triumph, all ye winds, and bear 
'Your notes aloft, that heaven and earth may hear; 
And thou, O Sun ! fhine out ferene and gay. 
And bright, as when the giants loft-the day. 

\\Tunes of Triumph \ the Sky clears i f he-Grove returns 
to ks firft Profpea. A large Ball of Fire reprefent- 
ing the Figure of the Sun defcends gradually to the 
Stage ; Amadis approaching Oriana vefpeBfully \ 
Arcabon fands fallen and obfer<ving. ] 



Amadis. \To O r i a n a.] 

While Amadis Oriana's love pofTeft, 
Secure of empire in that beauteous breaft. 
Not Jove, the king of Gods, like Amadis was blcft. 



.1 



Oriana. 

While to Oriana Amadis was true, 
Nor wandering flames to diftant climates drew, 
No heaven, but only love, the pleas'd Oriana knew. 

Amadis. 



lew. ) 
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A M A D I S. 

That heaven of love, alas! is mine no more. 
Braving thofe Powers by whom fhe falfely fwore ; 
She to Conftantius would thofe charms refign> 
If oaths could bind, that ihould be only mine. 

O R I A N A. 

With a feign'd falfehood you 'd evade your part 
Of guilt, and tax a tender faithful heart : 
While by fuch ways you 'd hide a confcious flame. 
The only virtue you have left, is ihame. 

[Turning difdainfully from him. 

A M A D I s.. [Approaching tenderly. '\ 
Butfhould this injur'd vafFal you fufpeft 
Prove true— Ah! what return might he expe£l? 

R I A N A. [Returning to him *witb an air of 

tenderne/s. ] 

Though brave Conftantius charms with every art>. 
That can entice a tender virgin's heart. 
Whether he fliincs for glory, or delight. 
To tempt ambition, or enchant the fight. 
Were Amadis reilor'd to my eileem, 

1 would reje£t a Deity— for him. 



A M A D IS. 

Though falfe as watery bubbles blown by wind, . 
Fixt in my foul, and rooted in my mind, . 
I love Oriana, faithlefs and unkind*. 

Q^i Owcrc 



I 
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O were (he kind, and faithful, as ihe's fair! 
For her alone I'd live and die fcr her. 

Ur G A N D A. 

Adjourn thefe marmurs of returning love. 
And from this fcene of rage and fate remove 

[To A R c A B o N.] 
Thy empire, Arcabon, concludes this hour, 
Short is the date of all flagitious power: 
Spar'd be thy life, that thou may'ft living bear 
I'he torments of the damn'd in thy defpair. 

[To Oriana an// Amadis.] 
Where zephyrs only breathe in myrtle groves, 

There will T lead you to debate your loves. 

[ 77je Machine reprefenting the Figure of the Sun cpcm 
and appears to he a Chariot refulgent 'Viith Rajs, 
ifiagnificently gilt and adorned ^ ^iih con<venient Seats, 
to <which Urganda conduds Oriana ; Amadis /;/• 
lQn.mngy AxQzhOTiJiops him by the Rohe.'] 



Arcabon. 
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A R C A B N. 

What, not one look ? not one diflemblir^g Cnilej 
To thank me for your life ? or to beguile 
. Defpair ? Cold and ungrateful as thou art. 
Hence from my light for ever, and my heart. 

[Letting g$ her held ivith an air of contempt* 

Back, foldier, to the c^mp, thy proper fphere. 
Stick to thy trade, dull hero, follow war ; 
Ufelefs to women— thou mere image, meant 
To raife defire— and then to difappoint. 

[ Amadis taies his Place in Urganda'j Chariot, ivhich 
rtfes gradually in the Air^ not quite difappearing till 
the Clofe £/* Arcabon'j Speech.] 

So ready to be gone— —Barbarian, ftay. 

He *s gone, and love returns, and pride gives way. 

ftay, come back— Horror and Hell ! I burn ! 

1 rage! I rave! I die It Return, return! 

Eternal racks my tortur'd bofom tear, . 
Vultures with endlefs pangs are gnawing there; 
Fury 1 Diftradtion— I am all defpair. 
Burning with love, may'ft thou ne'er aim at blifs, 
But thunder fhake thy limbsi and lightening blafl 

thy.kifs; 

CL4 While 



^'1 
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While pale, aghaft, a fpeftre I ftand by^ 
Pleas'd at the terrors that difhrad thy joy ! 
Plague of my life 1 thy impotence fhall be 
A curfe to her^ worfe than thy fcom to me. 



CHORUS. 



[Exit, 



Firft Voice. 

The battle *s done. 
Our wars are over, 

The battle 's done. 

Let laurels crown 
Whom rugged fteel did cover. 

Second Voice, 

Let myrtles too 

Bring peace for ever. 

Let myrtles too 

Adorn the brow. 

That bent beneath the warlike beaver. 

A full Chorus of all the Voices and Inflrumenti 

Let trumpets and tymbals. 

Let Atabals and cymbals. 

Let drums and hautboys give over ; 



Bi 
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But let flutes. 

And let lutes 

Our pailions excite 

To gentler delight. 

And every Mars be a lover. 

Dances, with njiibicb tbi Jd concludts. 



END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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C T V. 



SCENE I, 



S c E N E, Urganda's enchanted Palace* 

^he Scenes are adorned and di'verjijiednxjith ibefe'veral 
Reprefentations of the Ad'ventures and Exploits of 
Heroes and Heroines : A large Piece facing the 
Front y reprefenting their Apotheolis, or Reception 
among the Gods, 

AMADIS and ORIANA. 

O R I A N A. 

T N my efteem he well deferves a pirt, 

■* . He fhares my praife, but you have all my heart : 

When equal virtues in the fcales are try'd. 

And juHice againfl neither can decide ; 

When judgment, thus perplexed, fufpends the choice. 

Fancy muil fpeak, and give the calling voice : 

Much to his love, much to his merit 's due, 

But powerful inclination was for you. 

Amadis. 
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A M A D I 8. 

Thou hail no equal, a fuperior ray 
Unrival'd as- the light that rules the day. 
Should Fame folicit me with all her charms. 
Not blooming laurels nor vid^orious arms 
Should purchafe but a grain of the delight^ 
A moment horn the raptures of this night. 

O It I A N A. 

Wrong not my virtue, to fuppofe that I 
Can grant to love, what duty mufl deny ; 
A father's will is wanting, and my breaft 
Is rul'd by glory,, though by love pofleft: 
Rather than be another's, . I would die ; 
Nor can be yours, till duty fhall comply. 

A M A D I s. 

Hard rules, which thus the nobleft loves engage, 
To wait the pe^vifh humours of old age! 
Think not the lawfulnefs of love confifls 
In parents wills, or in the forms of priefts ; 
Such are but licens'd rapes, which vengeance draw 
From Heav'n, howe'er approved by human law. 
Marriage the happieft bond of love might be, 
If hands were only join'd, when hearts agree. 



Enter 
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-^w/^r Urganj^, CoRiSANDA, Plorestan, and 
Attendants /^Urganda. 

U R G A N D A. 

Here faithful lovers to fure joys. remove. 
The foft retreat of glory and of love. 
By fate prepared, to crown the happy hours 
Of mighty kings, and famous conquerors: 
Here, gallant Prince, let all your labours end ; 
JBefore, I gave a Miflrefs ; now, a friend ; 
The greateft bleffings which the Gods can fend. 

\Prefinting Floreftan. 



:i 
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O Floreftan! there was but thus to meet. 
Thus to embrace, to make my joys compleat ; 
The fight of thee does fuch vaft tranfports breed. 
As fcarce the extafies of love exceed. 

F L R B 8 T A N. 

If beyond love or glory is a tafte 
Of pleafure, it is fure in friendfhip placed. 

O R I A N A. 

My Corifanda too ! {Embracing her. 

Not Jloreftan could fly with greater hafte 
To take thee in his arms — O welcome to my breaft. 
As to thy lover's—.— 

CORI«' 



C0KI8AVDA. 

6|oyco»]^ca|l: H'; 

Bleftdt)r! 

WJiereifl fi> many fri«idi and l0VMil]Bect» 

F'loksstah* 

The fbmbtbwii over, b ilie wmfium iam 
Shake from dicir pt^mes ^le rum^ and led 

gTQVeH 

Pai^ their gkiAfliatoffr And cooc et(aniallove« 

\ '■'■•. 

. A li*A D ? s- 
O Ploreftan ! hlcSt as thoo dod defenre^ 
To thee the Fates are Jii»d> withl»at teftrvr. 
My joys are AOtfo full i though Love would y 
Fierce Honour flands his ground, and keeps th 
Nature within feduc'd, in vain befriends, 
V/hile HoncuT, with his guard of pride, defeni 
O Nature ! frail, and faulty in thy frame> 
Fomenting willies^ Honour mull condemn ; 
Or O! too rigid Honour, thus to bind,. 
When Nature prompts, and when Deiire is k 

£nter Arcabon conduSiing Constant I uj 
Garments loofiy and Hair dipe*uelledy j 
frantic, Co nstantius in deep Mourning, 

Arcabon. 
This, Roman, is the place: 'Tis magic gr< 
Hid by enchantment, by enchantment found. 
k ] 
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Behold them at our view diflblve in fear. 
Two armies; art two lovers in delpair ; 
Proceed, be bold, and fcorning to entreat, 
I'hink all her ftragglings feign'd, her cries deceit I 
Kill him, and ravilh her— for fo would I, 
Were I a man— or rather let both die. 

The rape may pleafc 

Kach was difdain'd ; to equal rage refign 
I'hy heart, and let it burn and hhtt like mine. 
' ris fweet to love, but when with fcorn we meet. 
Revenge fupplies the lofs with joys as great. 

[j^ Chariot defcena* /"^{f^bi i^to wahicb Jhe enters ai 
the folloimng Lines ] 

Up to th' etherial heavens, where Gods rcfidc, 
Lo I thus 1 fly, to thunder on thy fide. 

[ A Clap 9f Thunder, The Chariot mounts in the Air, 
and 'vanijhes ^with her,] 

CoNSTANTIUa, 

Fly where thou wilt, but not to bleil abodes. 
For Aire, where-e*er thou art, there are no Gode. 

[JddreJ^ftg himfelfto Oriana.] 

I come not here an objeft to affright. 
Or to moleft, but add to your delight. 
Behold a Prince expiring in your view, 
Whofe life 's a burthen to himfelf, and you. 

Fate 
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Fate and the King all other means deny 
To fct you free, but that Conftantius die. 
A Roman arm had play'd a Roman part. 
But 'tis prevented by my breaking heart ; 
I thank ye, Gods, nor think my doom fevere, 
Refigning life, on any terms, for her. 

Ua G A N D A. 

What cruel deHiny on Beauty waits. 
When on one face depends fo many fates ! 

CONSTANTIUS. 

Make room, ye Decii, whofe devoted breath 
Secur'd your country's happinefs by death j 
I come a facrifice no lefs renown'd. 
The caufe as glorious, and as fure the wound. 
O Love ! with all thy fweets let her be bleft. 
Thy reign be gentle in that beauteous breaft. 
Though thy malignant beams, with deadly force, ^ 
Have fcorch'd my joys, and in their baneful courfe S 
Withered each plant, and dry'd up every fource j J 
Ah 1 to Oriana fhine lefs fatal bright, 
Cherilh her heart, and nourifh her delight, 
Rellrain each cruel influence that deftroys, 
Blefs all her days, and ripen all her joys. 



[Oriana 
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[Oriana nveeps^ andfiews concerti; Amadis euldrejjiug 
him/elf to Conftantius.] 

Amadis. 
Were Fortune us'd to fmilc upon defert. 
Love had been yours, to die had been my part: 
Thus Fate divides the prize; though Beauty's mine. 
Yet Fame, our other mifbrefs, is more thine. 

[Conilantius looking fiernfy upon him. 
Difdain not, gallant Prince, a rival's praife, 
Whom your Mgh worth thus humbles to confefs 
In every thing but love, he merits lefs. 



\ 



1 



CONSTANTIUS. 

Art thou that rival then ? O kiUing (hame I 
And has he view'd me thus, fo weak,, fo tame? 
Like a fcom'd captive proftrate at his fide. 
To grace his triumph, and delight his pride? 
O 'tis too much ! and Nature in difdain 
Turns back from death, and firing every vein. 
Reddens with rage, and kindles life again. 
Be firm, my foul, quick from this fcene remove. 
Or madnefs elfc may be too ftrong for lovc; 
Spent as I am, and wearied with the weight 
Of burthening ]ife-i>I could reverfe my fate. 
Thus planted— (land thy everlalting bar . ■ 
[Seizes iim, holding a dagger at bis hreaft ; Ama- 
dis does the fame, each holding a dagger ready to 
ftrike. 
But for Oriana's fake 'tis better here. 

Vol. XXXVIII. R \Stah$ 
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\Sfa6s him/el/; Amadis throws away his dagger y and 
/efforts him : they all help.'\ 

O R I A N A. 

Live, generous Prince, fuch virtue ne'er ihould die. 

C0N8TANTIUS. 
I Ve liv'd enough, of all I wifli, pofleft. 
If dying— I may leave Oriana bleft. 
The laft warm drop forfakes my bleeding heart; 
Oh Love ! how Aire a murderer thou art. [DUs* 

Oriana. [Weeprng.'\ 
There breaks the nobleft heart that ever bum*d 
In flames of love, for ever to be mourn'd. 

Amadis. 
Lavifh to him, you wrong an equal flame ; 
Had he been lov'd, my heart had done the fame. 

Flore STAN. 
Oh Emperor ! all ages muft agree. 
Such, but more happy, fhould all lovers be. 

U R G A N D A. [To Oriana.] 
No lover now throughout the world remains. 
But Amadis, deferving of your chains. 
Remove that mournful objedl from the flght. 

[Carry ojf the bo^j* 

Ere 
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Ere yon bright beams are fhadowM o'er with night. 
The ftubborn king Aall liceofe your delight ; 
The torch, already bright with nuptial fire. 
Shall bring you to the bridegroom you defire ; 
And Honour, which fb long has kept in doubt. 
Be better pleas'd to yield, than to hold out, 

\FlouriJh of all the Mufic. The Stage Jills wM 
Singers and Dancers^ in the Habits of Heroes and 
Heroines »] 

Urganda conduSs Amadis, Griana, ISc, to a ^Seat 
during the following Entertainment. 

lirft Foic£. 

Make room for the combat, make room ^ 

Sound the trumpet and drum ; 
A fairer than Venus prepares 
To encounter a greater than Mars, 
The Gods of delire take part in the fray. 
And Love fits like Jove to decide the great day. 
Make room for the combat, make room ; 
Sound the trumpet aad drum. 



R t Second 
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Second Voice* 

Give the word to begb. 

Let the combatants in. 
The challenger enters all glorious ; 

But Love has decreed 

Though Beauty may bleed. 
Yet Beauty ihall ftill be vidtorious. 

Chorus. 

Make room for the combat, make room ; 
Sound the trumpet and drum. 

[Here tm;o Parties enter from the oppofite Sides of the 
Theatre, armed at all Points, marching in 'warlike 
Order* And then dance federal Pyrrick or Martial 
Dances^ 'with SnAjords and Bucklers. Which ended, 
the Singers again advance*'] 

To he fung. 

Help ! help ! th' unpraftis'd conqu'ror cries ; 

He faints, he fails; help! help! Ah me! he dies: 
Gently flie tries to raife his head. 
And weeps, alas ! to think him dead. 

Sound> 
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Sound, found a charge—'tis war again ; 
Again he fights, again is flain ; 
Again, again, help ! help ! ihe cries. 
He faints, he hlls^ help ! help I Ah me ! he dies. 

Dance of Hiroes and Heroines, 

Then Singers again come forward. 

^0 befung* 

Happy pair, 

Free from care. 
Enjoy the blefling 
Of fweet poiTefling ; 

Free from care, 

Happy pair. 
Love inviting. 
Souls uniting ; 

Defiring, 

Expiring; 
Enjoy the ble^g 
Of fweet pofTeffing; 

Free from care, 

Happy pair. 

Another Dance of Heroes and Heroines. 

R 3 Them 
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Then a full Chorus •/ all tU Foices and 
InflmmeiUs, 

Be true, all ye lovers, whate'er you endure ; 
Though cruel the pain is, how fweet is the cure ! 

In the hour of pofleffingy 

So divine is the bleHing, 

That one moment's obtaining. 

Pays an age of complaining. 
Be true, all ye lovers, whate'er you endure ; 
Though cruel the pain is, how fweet is the cure! 

[Here follows Variety ofDamesy *witb tvhicb the En- 
iertainment concluding, Amadis, Oriana, ^c* rife 
and come for^ward. ] 

Amadis. 
So Phoebus mounts triumphant in the flcies. 
The clouds difperfe, and gloomy horror flies ; 
Darknefs gives place to the victorious light. 
And all around is gay, and all around is bright. 

Oriana. 

Our prefent joys are fweeter for paft pain ; 
To Love and Heaven, by fuffering we attain. 



Urganda. 
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Urganda. 
Whate'er the virtuous and the juft endure. 
Slow the reward may be, but always fure. 

[ A triumphant fiourijb of all the inftruments^ nvith 
*whicb the play concludis* 



R 4^ E P I- 
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EPILOGUE, 

By the Right Honourable Joseph Addison, Efq; 

■1T7HEN Orpheus tun'd his pipe with plcafing woe' 

^ ^ Rivers forgot to run* and winds to blow; 
While lift'ning forefts cover'd, as he play'd. 
The foft Mufician in a moving fhade. 
That this night's ilrains the fame fuccefs may find« 
The force of magic is to beauty join'd : 
Where founding ftrings, and artful voices fail. 
The charming rod, and mutter'd ipells prevaiL 
• Let fage Urganda wave the circling wand 
On barren mountains, or a waile of fand. 
The defart fmiles, the woods begin to grow« 
The birds to warble, and the fprings to flow. 

The fame dull iightB in the fame landfkip mixt^ 
Scenes of ftill life, and points for ever fixt, 
A tedious pleafure on the mind beflow» 
And pall the fenfe with one continued ihow: 
But as our two magicians try their ikill» 
The vifion varies, tho' the place ftands flill; 
While the fame fpot its gaudy form renews. 
Shifting the profpe^ to a thouiand views. 
Thus (without unity of place tranfgrefsM) 
Th' enchanter turns the critic to a jeft. 

But 
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